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	1. Chapter 1

**HI! This is my first fanfic sooo if it's horrendous you know why. I don't know if anyone else had this idea but one day it just hit me like a brick wall so if it's been done... sorry for a repeat idea . I'll try to make it as original as possible. There will be differences from the movie, for obvious reasons, but it wont go off in some random direction it will stick to the basic story with a few tweaks from me to fit my idea.**

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did the whole movie would consist of Toothless being adorable and probably nothing else.**

Dragon Prince

Ch. 1

A dark shape flew in the night sky, its dark coloring made it invisible to others not of its kind. The creatures flight was unsteady and clumsy, opposed to the effortless grace it usually displayed while riding the wind currents. A continuous trickle of thick metallic scented liquid fell from the form to the dark ocean far below. The source of the trickle came from a small but deep wound on the beasts' side. A chunk of bone lodged in its flesh prevented any hope of healing and by default, surviving. The air born creature held something small and round between its jaws; it was careful not to cause any damage to its precious cargo.

It seen a light in the distance, burning bright in the moonless night , and it flew faster. Maybe it wasn't too late; maybe its treasure could be protected longer, but not by it, the creature decided with another beat of its powerful wings, it noted how it became harder to stay in the air. It would not live long enough to protect the special gift passed that night, it was too weak. That creature was of an intelligent breed of its species and it knew death was upon it, the injury was too severe and it had traveled too long. The treasure would have to be hidden, guarded unknown by oblivious protectors until its time came to bless the world. It's identity a secret to all until it was ready.

The distant light became a small village on a small island surrounded by jagged rocks and cliffs. It landed on the beach and folded its midnight black wings to its back and gingerly set the small, round, _fragile_ object down. It toke a moment to observe the object, the surface was the same color as the creatures scales and just as smooth; the object began to shake. The beast licked it once in a comforting parental manner, expressing great love and sorrow and watched it calm, before it launched itself into the air and left as silently as it came. The creature flew back over the icy cold sea that would soon be its grave, getting as far as it could from where it left the small gift before it let death over come it.

(Line)

Back on the shore the object began to shake again and cracks that glowed like lava appeared, then it exploded the shrapnel disintegrated in the extreme temperature. The surrounding sand became clear glass that reflecting the starry night sky and glowed with heat in some places. Where the egg once lay was a tiny peaceful child. A child with hair the color of autumn leaves and emerald eyes that glowed slightly in the minimal light. A gleam of intelligence far greater than normal was already visible in the gemstone colored orbs. The baby, a boy, giggled when a small breeze played with his small tufts of hair.

The boy liked the way the wind was caressing his small form, he didn't know much in his short existence but he knew he like that feeling. He held out his chubby hands to play with the air current, to feel it wrap around his fingers and tickle his arms, but the small breeze died away in a short puff. The infant sadden by the loss of his 'friend' began to cry.

(Line)

A young married couple exited from their home on top of a hill that over looked their village and went to the beach for some late night star-gazing. They walked hand in hand sharing loving glances at each other every few steps and shy smiles when one caught the other staring. The woman counted her blessings that she found the man she would spend the rest of her life loving.

The man in a word was huge, his great size spoke of battles fought and won, his red beard tied in many knots, his hair under his horned helmet was held back in a short thick braid. He was clothed in a sleeveless green armored tunic, a fur cape draped over his massive shoulders, spiked amour bands protected his forearms. His figure was the same as many villagers, a combination of muscles earned from hard labor and slight pudginess from countless feasts and barrels of ale. Yet despite the fierce appearance of this man, if one toke the time to look in his eyes as he gazed at his wife you would see unending love and compassion. The man smile as he arrived at the beach with his true love.

A breeze went by and the woman thought it sounded like a baby' laugh, she wondered what her child's laugh would be like. The breeze died away and the laughter turned into crying. The cries grew louder until the woman was sure the sobs were real.

"Stoick," The woman turned to her husband "Do you hear that? I think it's a baby!" She watched as her husband listened, then stiffen as he heard the wales as well. They both toke off running towards the sound.

What they saw amazed them. A tiny, naked infant in what looked to be a cradle of beautiful glass. Upon seeing the couple the boy stopped crying and looked at the newly arrive 'giants' before him; he looked at their boots, legs, the intertwined figures of their clasped hands, the armor they both sported, a forest of a scruffy beard, then finally, their baffled faces. The child giggled, his loneliness chased away by the arrival of other beings.

"What do you think he's doing" The woman asked her husband in awe.

"By the looks of it he was sizing up potential opponents." Stoick replied watching the babe study them with curiosity"You wont win a fight with me you're just a runt" He said to the boy as he bent down to pick up the usually small babe, who as soon as he could reach grabbed on to his beard and pulled _hard_. "Ow ouch OW! Okay maybe you could beat me." He muttered as he gave up his efforts to hold the giggling boy in favor of rubbing the soreness from his abused face.

"I meant on the beach you oaf" Stoick's wife said as she rolled her eyes at their antics and easily picked up the child and held him close coming to a decision as the baby snuggled close to her "And he's not a runt"

"Then what is he Val?" Stoick asked as he jealously watch his wife cuddled the small boy. "He's too tiny to be anything else. No doubt why he's here." Stoick gestured to the nearby cliffs somewhat grimly.

"He's a hiccup." Val stated as if it were obvious"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III.".

(Line)

Far away another midnight black creature felt one of its own perish and let out a mournful croon. It was a dragon from a small breed. There had been many of them dying within a few years and it was as disturbing as it was puzzling. The dragon was the last of its kind now, there were other species of dragons, but it could now be called part of the extinct. It had been having the feelings its whole life every time one of its kind died it knew, it could feel the life draining away from its brethren and now there was none left. It felt hallow and cold. Yet for some reason it was drawn to the area where all the others of its kind died shortly after entering, like an invisible force was dragging it there.

Stretching its scaly wings it shot into the air faster than anything else. It beat its wings and flew towards its new destination in hope of finding answers. It traveled in the air covering an amazing distances in a short period of time, it was after all the fastest thing on the planet and it swam through the air with absolute grace and efficiency, using the currents to propel it forward with very little effort when it needed to rest for a while before it resumed its rapid pace.

It toke a day and a half for the small dragon to reach the area where the feeling originated. It was an isle that consisted of a stony beach and a huge mountain surrounded by thick fog and jagged rocks that no doubt would be impossible to navigate had it not followed the feeling. It flew into a cave that led into the heart and what it saw made the dragon's stomach churn with disgust. A _monstrosity _was controlling other dragons and eating the ones it was displeased with, it knew it wouldn't leave now, not with all the other dragons in such need. The monster looked at the black scaled creature and started to try to pull it under its spell. The smaller creature however resisted the hypnotic chains that any other dragon fell prey to. The giant was confused usually any other creature was too afraid to resist but this one wasn't giving off any fear, just pure hatred.

"_Why do you resist me little dragon?"_ The monstrosity asked.

"_I am not one to take orders"_ Replied the small dragon that barely managed to control its anger.

"_Normally whether or not a dragon prefers to take orders or not doesn't matter so what's special about you?"_ All eyes in the cave watched the black dragon wander seemingly aimlessly around the huge cave.

"_Nothing, I simply do not fear you." _Came the reply as the dragon sniffed something then sneezed. Several dragons laughed at this, it was obvious that this dragon with its small size would become food for their queen.

"_That alone is enough to make you special, if you weren't already." _The Queen said as she followed the black scaled dragon with her eyes.

"_What do you possibly mean fatty?"_ The little dragon said getting defensive, many dragons crying out in shock that the small dragon would have the stupidity to say something like that.

"_You're the last of you kind and we both know it; but that doesn't mean you have to be alone. Join me and you wont have to be." _The Queen said ignoring the insult. This dragon would be worth it. If she got it on her side the humans wouldn't stand a chance.

"_How 'bout no." _The black dragon deadpanned to the surprised of every creature in the cave, it was still wondering around calmly, unaware of the danger it was in.

"_Then I suppose, seeing as you have no use,"_ The Queen gave the signal and every dragon flew into the air ready to capture the green-eyed creature. They surrounded it in seconds, covering all exits. The small dragon was trapped _"I will eat you."_

"_You can try." _growled the small dragon through sharp teeth.

**It's official I have a Fanfiction Addiction. I know where I wanna go with this but if you have an idea it will be considered and loved. Until next time.**

**Pepsi out**


	2. Chapter 2

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did the movie would include Baby Hiccup shenanigans.**

Dragon Prince Ch.2

It was supposed to be another normal day for Stoick the Vast; he was going to wake up, eat breakfast while talking to his beautiful wife peacefully, leave for a day of cheifing (as chief he could make up words if he wanted to), go to the Great Hall for lunch and talk with Gobber the blacksmith, maybe send some men out to find a ship that went missing a few days ago, settle a few domestic disputes ( villagers trying to kill each other), oversee any ceremonies that may happen, go to the Great Hall for dinner, drink ale and talk with Gobber, make sure the village is ready for raids and then spend some time wife his wife; ordinary, happy, perfect.

Only problem was that things on Berk rarely go as their suppose to, this much was made clear when Stoick was awoken from his slumber early by high-pitched cries. Startled he said the first logical thing that came to mind "DRAGONS!". Logical for a viking that is.

"Shut up Stoick, you'll scare the baby." Val chastised coming into their room cradling a swaddled bundle of tears.

The _what?_ Stoick was confused.

Val seeing the look on his face sighed "Don't tell me you forgot about Hiccup." At the sound of his name the baby seemed to calm down, Val glanced down "Fast learner." she murmured.

" A chief never forgets Val," Stoick looked slightly offended "I merely thought he was a drunken delusion." His wife sent him a glare that said 'Yeah, 'cause that's better'. "What?" Stoick said in a defensive manner.

"That better not become an excuse not to help take care of him." Val had some how turned the threat into a command while still sounding loving.

"Wait you seriously want to keep him? Like some stray cat? What about his birth parents?"

"I don't know about you Stoick, but I am not one to wait nine months for something I want. Besides if his parents were going to take care of him don't you think we would've heard someone screaming 'My baby is missing!' by now? Or heard news of a baby naming ceremony you have to attend?" Val made a funny face at the baby to try to get a laugh.

True he would have heard of the baby being born o the island but,"I always thought we would raise one of our own." Stoick felt slightly cheated, he had seen how happy all the parents on Berk were when they found out about their pregnancy and he wanted to know that feeling.

"Hiccup is ours Stoick, you just don't see it yet; and if you think about giving him to someone else just remember: happy wife, happy life. Unhappy wife, you better pray death finds you before I. Now hold Hiccup so I can go make breakfast." Val laid the tiny bundle on top of Stoick before she cheerfully left the room.

Stoick sighed and sat up being mindful of the baby looked down into Hiccups' beautiful innocent eyes. That was a big mistake he would later joke, because as soon as he gazed at the boys' small adorable face he felt his heart melt. He lifted a finger to stroke the baby soft skin in Hiccups' cheek only to stop when the infant tried wrap his small hand around the huge digit, then Stoick felt his resolve melt; this was his son. A smile worked its way to his face at the thought, he was a father! He had a boy! Stoick watched in awe as his son (SON!) wriggled his other hand free of its confinement and reach up with both hands towards his fathers' face and with a sweet giggle gave Stoicks' beard a hard tug. Stoicks' face twisted in pain for a moment before he too started to laugh.

"By gods, I'm a father!" he exclaimed. Who needs a pregnancy? This was better, there was no waiting period.

Val smiled to herself when she heard her husbands epiphany. Now, she wondered, how will the village react?

(Line)

As it turned out Val wouldn't have to wait long to find out the answer, as soon as he was done eating Stoick made arrangements for all the citizens of Berk to go to the Great Hall for a village meeting. It toke a while for everyone to get there, the villagers have their own lives after all, and so the Haddocks decided to introduce their new son to Gobber.

"So what's this meetin' about Stoick? The annual search for the Nest?" Gobber asked as he walked up to his best friend. His wooden leg making dull taping sounds with each step it toke. "And what do you got there Val?"

"Our son Gobber, we found him last night alone on the shore and the rest is history." Val smile was bigger than Gobber had ever seen before. "Do you want to hold him?".

"I don't think that's such a goo-" Gobbers' refusal was cut off by his arms being suddenly filled by a baby. He reluctantly looked down and saw a small, sweet face surrounded by a blanket with auburn hair and the most amazing eyes. Gobber was too busy looking at the cute face to see the equally cute hands reaching up towards his braided blond mustache, grabbing two handfuls and with as much might as the tiny arms could supply pulled down. "I can see why you kept him," Gobber tried to return Stoicks' smile but it was more of a grimace as Hiccup adopted an angelic expression "What's his name any way?"

Stoick looked proudly at the infant "Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III" He stated as if it were the most important thing ever.

"Fitting" was Gobbers' entire reply. Hiccup had gotten bored with playing yank incredibly hard on facial hair and was trying to get Gobbers' hook hand into his mouth when a viking told Stoick that everyone had finally made it to the Great Hall.

Stoick left his friend with his son to go stand somewhere everyone could see and hear him. "Alright everyone settle down, I know we all have work that needs to get done today so lets all try to get through this a quick as possible okay?" he paused for a moment and let a few vikings voice their agreement before continuing "I know some of you've been wondering when Val would settle down long enough to give Berk an heir, but the truth is she's a shield maiden, she wouldn't be able to stay out of battle long enough to safely bring a child into Midgard and I don't know a soul brave enough to ask her to." several vikings chuckled at this and looked towards the chiefs' wife standing by the black smith, "and so last night while taking a walk together Val and I found an abandoned baby boy and we've decided to adopt him; and with the villages consent we would like to name him my heir."

"What about my son?" Vals' brother Spitelout asked "He's suppose to be the next chief. If you don't produce an heir." A few villagers agreed with him while most made a decision to keep quite and watch.

"That is why we decided it was best to ask the village about their opinion." Val gestured to the vikings around her, "So we can all take part in selecting the next chief, and it doesn't matter if _our_ son isn't chosen. He'll still be ours." she put emphasis one the word "our" to make sure every village knew the lack of blood didn't matter, they still loved Hiccup.

"The child isn't even related to the chief by blood!" cried a viking and a low rumble of agreement came from the crowd.

"Ay, but neither is Snotlout" Gobber spoke up for the first time since the meeting began, he was still holding Hiccup even though Val tried to get a hold of her son multiple times.

Spitelout looked at the bundle in Gobbers' beefy arms in disbelief "Wait, _you're_ taking care of the boy? How is that possible all the babies on the island are terrified of your hand?".

"I guess he's simply braver then the average infant then." as if to prove his point Gobber waved his hook in Hiccups' face and once more the baby was playing with Gobbers' prosthetic.

"How can that be when the lad's so puny?" asked a female viking.

"You cannot measure persons' courage by their bulk; but by their actions." Val stated resting a hand on Hiccups' small tufts of hair.

"Alright fine, that orphan can be the heir as long as you promise not to keep his adoption a secret from him." Spitelout said "Is that agreeable?" The citizens of Berk agreed after some thought.

"So what's the new heir's name anyway?" asked a Mulch, the farmer asked "Figured I should know if I'll be taking orders from him one day."

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III." The name elected a chuckle from a few vikings and groans from others, they just promised the village to a runt.

(Line)

The small black dragon lay resting on one of the many large rocks that surrounded the Queen's Nest watching the sunrise, after he easily fled the heart of the mountain last night the other dragons seemed to think he left the area entirely and didn't bother ever checking. Which, he thought, was understandable any other dragon would have left and never came back for fear of their life; but he was different. He had no family, no friends, no mate he had nothing to lose by staying at the Nest. Why did he stay though? He couldn't quite understand but he knew the reason was important, it was as if the answer was at the tip of his forked tongue dangling just out of reach...

A roar cut through his thoughts and his eyes instantly found the source, the dragons were pouring out of the Nest and were splitting up into groups and heading into different directions. The black scaled dragon quickly decided to follow a group and picked one at random and stealthily flew after it the group. Perhaps he could gain something if he stayed there, he could protect the dragons while they got food for the Queen, at least then he'd have a purpose. Perhaps he could get rid of the numb feeling that washed over him since his first meeting with the Queen.

(Line)

After the meeting several vikings, both male and female, decided to donate their day to helping the new, unexpected parents prepare for raising little Hiccup. Stoick and the men gather supplies to turn the upstairs of the chief's hut into a nursery while the women made clothes, blankets and toys to fill the nursery. Gobber put himself in charge of building a crib after he saw the basin Stoick and Val found Hiccup in on the beach, saying how he knew the perfect way to make it "worthy" for a future chief to sleep in. Nobody had high hopes after they saw him dragging a bunch of mangled looking driftwood into his forge while singing about an ugly wife. The blacksmith was done his task before lunch and seeing as he had no other work to do at the forge went to see the women and Hiccup. Mostly Hiccup.

He went to the Great Hall where the women helping Val had chosen to work and immediately set to work, he grabbed Hiccup from whichever female viking was gushing over him and started hogging the boy. The woman glared but quickly joined back in with the others, sewing and giving advice and tips to Val both useful and pointless ones.

"Once he gets his teeth stop breast-feeding, it'll hurt you more than help him." Pointless, Val wasn't lactating and breast-feeding wasn't her only option.

"Always make sure he's sleeping on his side. Otherwise the lad's head will be wrongly shaped; take my son for example." Useful.

"Don't yell to wake Hiccup up; it'll just startle him." Wasn't that common sense?

Gobber voiced his opinion about each little tidbit until Val toke her son away and told him to go help Stoick. The blond pouted but agreed, he had to take the crib he made to the Haddock household anyway, might as well kill two terrible terrors with one stone. He hobbled to the smithy and carefully carried the glass and wood structure to the newly finished nursery. It was furnished with all the proper furniture, the candles were placed out of reach of the baby no matter what and there were weapons mounted safely on the walls just in case; all it need was for Gobber to put the Crib where it belonged, which he did somewhat smugly. He was proud of his work.

"That might be your best work yet." complemented Stoick examining his sons' bed and whistled.

"I told you it'd be perfect." And it was the crystal like glass was cradled by intricately interlocking pieces of oddly shaped driftwood. The wood was smoothed down so it couldn't give anyone splinters and it had a sort of rugged grace that added to the beauty of the crib. "Just wrap Hiccup in a blanket and he'll sleep better than you."

They heard gasps and turned to see that Val had returned holding her small son with the women. They were looking around the room in awe. "It's all perfect." Val said with a smile.

[Line (that's also a time skip!)]

Val was watching Stoick hold their son when it started, the sun had just set and they were sitting at the dinner table happily discussing their families bright future when they heard someone yell "DRAGONS!".

Their reaction was instant, they both grabbed their own weapons and carried Hiccup to the safest place on the island, Gobbers' forge. For some reason the dragons just seemed to stay away from the smithy, no one knew why and no one questioned it. As the new parents ran through the village Stoick shouted orders to his men and fought off any dragon that came close to his wife and son. When they arrived at the forge Gobber was already there hard at work repairing the broken weapons that always flowed in during a dragon raid.

"Gobber I need you to keep Hiccup in the back room." Stoick said as he threw his hammer at a near by Deadly Nadder causing it to retreat.

"Does this look like a daycare? Because I swear it was a smithy when I came in. I blame trolls, they could've changed the sign while stealing my left socks." Gobber said as he changed his hook hand into a pair of tongs and passed his friend another weapon.

"Why do you even have a left sock if you don't have a left foot? And why would you have a plural amount of them?"

"Please, this is the safest place on the island," Val pleaded, ignoring her husband, "and I don't trust anyone else to protect Hiccup like I know you will."

"Fine." Gobber sighed. He toke the boy and shooed the husband and wife out of his shop before taking the infant to the unused room in the back of the forge. He carefully placed Hiccup where he couldn't get hurt and told the child "I have a feeling you'll be here a lot lad." suddenly he heard a loud high-pitched shrieking sound above the other chaos going on outside.

BOOM!

"NIGHT FURY!"

"That can't be good." Gobber looked down a Hiccup wondering if he'll be safe enough. The boy just giggled.

**Ummm... yeah this went on longer then I thought it would, but on the bright side here's a new chapter. Am I the only one who seriously doubts anyone would be able to dislike Baby Hiccup? I know he seems a extremely active for a new born but try to remember although he may look human he is actually a full dragon and dragon babies are walking around right after hatching so he is pretty normal by human standards. Also sorry to disappoint anyone but there will be no romance between Hiccup and Astrid, it would be kinda messed up considering they do not belong to the same species; but to hopefully make up for it Hiccup is aged down a bit so the rest of the teens will be a year or so older then him and so Astrid will view Hiccup as a little brother (does she even have one? I'm not sure) and act like tough but caring older sister instead of whatever she has going on with Dreamworks' Hiccup. And encase some of you were wondering Hiccups, real mother got in a fight with another dragon and while she was protecting her egg the other dragon bit her and it's tooth broke off and stayed in her flesh which is why it didn't heal like the other teeth marks and she died.**

**mr. abomination: thanks for the spell check I feel stupid for missing it and I went back and tried to find other mistakes, please continue. And as for Toothless acting like a thirteenth year old instead of smart I would like to say "Can't he be both intelligent and immature at times? He's probably the only character able to call the Queen 'fatty' and get away with it... somewhat."**

**And thank you to any one who favorited/followed/reviewed**

**P.S**

**I'm having problems deciding if I should jump right into the movie next chapter or do a chapter of little snapshots over the years leading up to the movie, it could help explain the tweaks I'll make to the movie part, but I'm stuck between a rock and a hard place. **

**Pepsi out**


	3. Chapter 3

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did Hiccups mom would make an appearance so I knew how to describe her in my fanfic!**

Dragon Prince Ch.3

Stoick was playing with Hiccup in the Great Hall when it happened, they both had just finished their dinner, about eight and half months after Hiccup was found. The fall harvest was underway and Val had decided to try to trade with another island one more time before the Freeze, Stoick was often to stubborn to negotiate properly and sometimes he ended up fighting someone. So Stoick was left alone with Hiccup for the first time, well it as long as you don't count all the times Gobber decided to "check-in", Stoick thought he was doing a good job parenting while Val was gone. He scoffed at the memory of her trying to take their son with her.

"_What if something happens? I know I'll regret leaving him, I just know it. Why can't I take him?"_

"_And what if you get hit by a storm Val? It's simply too dangerous for an infant." Stoick chuckled at his wife's pout._

"_I guess you're right" Val grumbled._

She was worried for nothing Stoick had everything under control, their boy never had a dirty diaper, he was fed on time every time, he received the right amount of sleep and Stoick bathed him twice a day. Val wouldn't regret a thing, if anything she'd be happy with how well things were going. Not only was he playing with Hiccup but he also solved a disagreement while he was at it.

"Thank-you Chief." Stoick nodded to the two vikings, dismissing them to focus on his son who had a look of determination on his small face. It was adorable; the child's tiny eyebrows were scrunched up and he had a stubborn glint in his bright emerald eyes, like his was about to do something extremely difficult but would accept nothing short of success. Stoick prepared his nose for diaper duty.

"Chif!" Stoicks' eyes widened. Did he actually hear that? He glanced down at Hiccup whose face waas that of self-satisfaction.

"Hiccup? Did you just-" Hiccup looked up at him and gave Stoick a gummy smile.

"Chif! Chif! Chif! Chif! Chif!" He didn't imagine it! Hiccup said his first word! Stoick was ecstatic; until he realized that Hiccup chose to say chief not daddy. Did this mean Hiccup didn't see him as his father? No, that wasn't possible it was obvious Hiccup knew who his parents were, he only stopped crying when Stoick or Val comforted him no one else. So why?

"Hello Chief." a passing viking greeted Stoick respectfully.

Oh.

Hiccup must have picked up on the fact everyone called him "Chief" and thought that was whats he should call him. No one ever called him "Daddy" how was Hiccup suppose to know he should. Stoick smiled then laughed, his uncontrollable joy renewed. It looked like Val was right. She would diffidently regret leaving Hiccup.

"Chif."

(Line)

Val and a one and half year-old Hiccup were standing at the docks waiting for the third member of their family to step off the ship so they could properly greet him. The toddler was holding on to his mothers' leg so he wouldn't fall when he saw his fathers' impressive form step off the boat.

"Daddy!" the little boy cried. He had learned that he should call his caregivers Mama and Daddy not Chief and Val like he first thought.

Stoick smiled at his family and hurried towards them, but he stopped three feet away when he saw Hiccups face. He seen that face before. He knelt and held his arms out, he knew what his son was about to accomplish because that face meant failure was not an option. "Come on Hiccup. Come to Daddy." he encouraged. His son lifted one tiny foot and put it down in front of him, then he lifted the other and let go of his mother as he placed his second foot on the ground and he kept going repeating the process until he finally wobbled to his father. Stoick picked up his small child and hugged him while his wife squealed and ran to kiss both of them in celebration of Hiccups first successful steps.

Stoicks' smile grew to the point his face hurt. When Hiccup made that face he could do anything.

(Line)

"_What are you doing here again Night Fury?_" the Monstrous Nightmare growled at the black dragon that flew beside the other dragons on their way to Bork or whatever the nearest viking nest was called "_I thought the Queen told you to stop joining us on our raids?_"

"_I thought I told Fatty that I didn't take orders to well. She really is a bad listener, a good leader listens to their subjects. Have any of you ever thought of overthrowing her? Your numbers are great you could do it. Probably._" the black dragon had to admit the poor insult had stuck to Queen better than any other more intelligent names he came up with. The more he used it the more the angry it made her and the moniker seemed to get stickier as time went on. She seemed self-conscious about her weight, which is her own fault with all the food she demanded. The Night Fury snorted, maybe she was the unfortunate offspring of a species confused Deadly Nadder and Gronkle.

"_It is stupid to insult the Queen, no matter how true._" the Nadder seemed to pay attention to others things instead of the her reflection all the time enough to participate in the conversation.

"_No, it was stupid of me to come to this part of the world, and it was crazy for me to decide to try protect you. It's amusing to insult the green-scaled, red-horned glob of blubber you call 'Queen', maybe if she lost weight and found a better personality I cou-_" the small dragon was going to go on but he was cut off by the Gronkle.

"_Why don't you kill the Queen Night Fury if you think it should be done?_"

"_I'm just one dragon, and if I failed who would protect you from the Queens' wraith? It would take two Night Furies to keep all of her attention off the rest of the dragons any less doesn't seem like much of a threat._" the black scaled sounded slightly saddened at the reminder of how alone he really was.

"_How could you not be a threat to the Queen? You evoke fear in the hearts of your enemy better than any other creature._" the Hideous Zippleback heads asked in creepy union.

"_Yes, but I don't look like a threat. I have the least threatening appearance next to a Terrible Terror and I doubt she knows the difference between being harmless and looking harmless. She would send a couple other dragons after me rather than actually fight me._" the Night Fury seen the approaching light and headed up in to the clouds for coverage, leaving the other dragons to ponder his words.

As he prepared for the attack he wondered if he'd see the tiny viking hatchling that sometimes wanders around raids. That one was always entertaining, even from the height the Night Fury liked to maintain, he could see him knocking something over or tripping someone who didn't see him. It wasn't like the hatchling knew better, it seemed to young to fully understand the dangers of a dragon raid. The dragon found it to be cute, even if it was the enemy.

(Line)

Hiccup was three when Val left to go on an adventure, he was three when her ship was lost at sea. The memorial was held at the beach where her son was found, it was her favorite place. The whole island showed up to pay respects to one of the best shield maidens that Berk had ever seen and the crew lost with her. Everyone was shedding tears; everyone except a husband whose heart was too broken to put the effort into crying and the little boy he held in his arms who was too innocent to fully understand what was going on. Not that any body could call them on it, nature itself was even mourning. The heavens were falling in thick sheets of rain and the wind howling spraying the occupants of the beach in the oceans' water. No one left the ceremony until it was over, they were all too numbed by the loss to pay much attention to care about the weather conditions.

At last when the ceremony ended the village listlessly headed to the Great Hall, they all needed moral support, they all lost somebody. The huge fire in the middle of the wooden structure offered very little warmth and chased none of the numbness away. There was no laughter, nor singing or feasting, there was only a depressed atmosphere locking away every bit of positivity, his father was staring lifelessly into his cup of mead and to one very confused Hiccup this was terrifying.

Scared the toddler made his way over to his cousin Snotlout who was standing beside Tuffnut, in hopes he knew what was going on, "Snotlout? Why is evwrybody sad? The Gwreat Hall is espposed to be happy." he may be able to speak incredibly well for a child his age, but he still had difficulties.

"You is smart, you figwure out rwunt!" his cousin snapped with puffy eyes. Some children had more difficulties then most speaking, his cousin was one.

"I can't. Where's my Mama? She knows evwryfing."

"Aunty Val left and s'not comin' back." a tear slide out of the four year-old's eye.

"Why?"

"Because she nevwr wuved you! Nobody wantsed you so Aunty Val waised you! Yous unwanted so Aunty Val lefted." with that Snotlout pushed Hiccup to the ground and left, Tuffnut followed stepping on the younger boy before he could get up.

Hiccup crawled into a shadow and started to cry, "Mama..." the whimper was barely audible. Why would she leave him? Did Mama really lie every night when she tucked Hiccup in and told him how much she loved him? Hiccup was stupid for thinking she loved him. Why would she leave if she loved him. Stupid, stupid Hiccup.

"Don't listen to Snotface." Hiccup looked up to see another older child one of the few who like him could grasp the concept of talking quite easily, it was Astrid she wasn't crying but he could tell she had been. She was always nicer to him than the other kids, she didn't care he was still way to small for his age and never teased him when his clumsiness caused chaos on the island.

"W-what?"

"He's wrong, a big fat meany. That's why I pushed him." the blond girl looked smug, proud that she was able to beat a boy. Astrid looked down at the younger child, at his tear streaked freckled cheeks, pouted lips and big, watery green eyes that were the envy of the entire isle, she put her arm around him and pulled him close, "I know you're too young to understand right now but one day you will.".

"A-am I r-really a-dopted?" Hiccup hiccuped through his tears; Astrid was surprised he knew the word adopted let alone could pronounce it properly while crying.

"Yes, but it doesn't mean your Mama and Daddy don't love you. It just means you in no way are related to Snotface."

"But he's still my cousin right?" Hiccup looked hopeful and Astrid wasn't sure what to say.

After a while she finally came up with an answer, "Only if you want him to be.".

"Good." at least he didn't lose two relatives in one day.

(Line)

Over the next few years Stoick became distant to the point that he and his son rarely spoke and any conversation they had was awkward, at first it was because he was still grieving the loss of his beloved, but then it was because he was unsure how to properly reconnect with his son. The other children continued to grow and started weapons training while Hiccup seemed to barely keep up with the others' growth spurts, he did even worse with a battle-axe in his hand.

Gobber, saw his lack of success in using brawn decided to put the boys' intelligent brain to good use in the forge he also used it as an opportunity to spend more time with his favorite tyke and keep him safe during raids. He taught the boy to fix and make weapons, how to be sarcastic and how to make blueprints for his own designs if he chose to make any of his own improvements.

To say he was successful would be an understatement; Hiccup, although had problems lifting the weapons, didn't seem to mind the intense heat of the smithy, he became quick-witted with a dry, sarcastic sense of humor and he drew the most creative and brilliant designs Gobber had ever seen. Unfortunately each invention usually had to be destroyed before the lad could perfect them after they ruined some part of the village. Most of them were to safely capture the enemy, the boy seemed to think if violence and death could be avoided it was the best way. Too bad it wasn't the viking way.

Snotlout, Tuffnut and Ruffnut, the twins, became his regular tormentors, Fishlegs, another rather large boy, always ran off and left his friends when they picked on Hiccup. They we're always bullying Hiccup for his weak appearance and his pacifist personality, he never fought back, Hiccup didn't think a community should fight amongst itself and he didn't want to be a hypocrite. Even when his anger or fear caused his inside temperature rise until he felt combustible, he just toke deep, cooling breathes to calm himself. He never got to injured, Astrid always came along just in time to chase the trio off before they broke something, she also yelled at him to defend himself while she checked his wounds.

Astrid eventually started hanging out with the other kids to try to keep the abuse to a minimum, she wasn't always successful, but her glares were often enough to keep the other kids walking when they spotted a lonely Hiccup. When she wasn't around Snotlout and the twins Hiccup used his sarcasm as a shield from their words or tried to confuse them to the point they just left him alone.

At the age of eight he had convinced himself he didn't really have any friends, Gobber was a parental figure, his dad thought he was a disappointment, Astrid was his protector who slapped him upside the head when he didn't defend himself and ruffled his hair when he out smarted whoever decided to poke fun at him and he was sure there was no one in the village who didn't regret making him the heir. He made it his life goal to make a friend and make his dad proud of him. All he had to do was wait for the right time.

**I may or may not have spent my entire homework free weekend playing antisocial in my bedroom to write this. Don't get use to this, I have no update schedule. In case you couldn't guess people wanted a peek at Hiccups' childhood. Don't get mad at me for the unpleasantness we all know his childhood was less than ideal. And no Toothless doesn't sense or know what Hiccup is because some higher force made him special, he's human so he could be hidden and the only way a dragon could find out what he is by sniffing his scent. That's my reason why dragons calm down when he sticks out his hand. Thank you for all the review/favs/follows, every e-mail alert I get makes me smile, especially on days I have accounting, it's not hard I just really hate it. It gives me dark thoughts.**

**Pepsi out.**


	4. Chapter 4

Dragon Prince Ch.4

**I'm sorry for the wait, it was a busy week. I had an important french project that I had to restart three days before it was due on the same day as an incredibly annoying math test.**

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did Gobber would have a scene where he can't reach an itch because of his missing hand. That would be funny. **

Berk. It was an island located twelve days North of Hopeless and a few degrees South of Freezing to Death, solidly in the middle of the Meridian of Misery. The perfect word of description, sturdy. It had been there for seven generations, yet every single building was new. A viking could fish, hunt and watch a charming view of the sunset; the only down side were the pests. They tended to cause problems. Most places have mice or mosquitoes, not Berk. Their pest problems toke things to a whole new level. This much was evident when an unsuspecting sheep was snatched off the ground by an unidentified flying beast from where it had been grazing with the rest if it's herd on a hill. The sheep's spot where it had been peacefully eating grass was taken by another sheep immediately with absolutely no remorse for its comrade.

Dragons were Berks' pests and every now and then the beast would raid the village for food, like what happened to the sheep. Most people would leave, but not the citizens of Berk. They were vikings they had stubbornness issues. They would jump on the dragons just to take back was taken or to keep fighting them, even if the warriors would always be flung off they would straighten their helmets and resume the fight. What else could they do? They had been raised from birth to fight and hate dragons with a passion that could only come from generations of oppressive warfare, the actions were nearly mechanical.

A house was on fire and a small boy ran out of it. His name was Hiccup, not the best name, but it wasn't the worst; viking parents believed that a hideous name would frighten off gnomes and trolls, not that their charming viking demeanor wouldn't do that. No, viking parents had to name their children Phlem, Mildew and Hiccup just so mythical creatures would leave them alone.

As soon as Hiccup exited his home he began dodging. He had to there were vikings everywhere and with his small size he could easily been trampled, crushed, or, even hit by a nearby weapon. The first one fell out of the sky, he had been bucked off a gronkle, Hiccup had to jump out-of-the-way of the mans' falling ax too. The second, third and fourth had all been running with a plank he had to duck under, the third toke a moment to look at him and was knocked out when he was hit in the head with the wood he had carried. The seventh he didn't actually dodge, Hiccup was pushed over by the force of a nearby explosion when the viking jumped in front of him with a battle cry.

"Mornin'" the viking said cheerfully, Hiccup noticed his beard had embers in it making the hair smoke, before the adult went back to trying to kill what ever had wings, scales and breathed fire. Being in a war zone does not excuse poor manners, apparently.

After that encounter Hiccup decided to take a short cut on the way to his destination, it would be easier than going through the fight, he sprinted between two houses before he jumped on to a wooden walkway and began to play Dodge-the-vikings again, this time his game came with commentary.

"What are you doin' here?"

"Get inside!"

"Get back inside!"

"HICCUP!" a huge hand reached out and lifted the child off his feet just as he was about to run into a line of fire a deadly nadder made as it flew by, "What is he doing out ag-" the hand was attached to a large man, even by viking standards he was big, and Hiccup was currently getting pointed at, "What you doing out? Get inside!"

The large man tossed the twelve-year old towards his destination, Gobbers' forge. The mas was Stoick the Vast, it was said the as a baby he popped a dragon's head clean off its shoulders. Was the the story believable? Yes, it was. Was it believable Hiccup was his son and heir? No, it wasn't. That didn't stop the boy from being Stoick's only child though.

Stoick grabbed a cart and _threw_ it at a dragon carrying some poor sheep causing the beast to drop the sheep and retreat. An explosion occurred near by and all the surrounding vikings were forced to duck except the vast man. He merely brushed off a piece of flaming debris before he went back to business.

"What have we got?" Stoick questioned a viking who was reporting to him about the attack.

"Gronkles. Nadders. Zipplebacks. Oh, and Hoark saw a monstrous nightmare." replied the viking after he stood back up.

"Any night furies?" If one of those showed up everything would go from bad to complete chaos fast.

"None so far."

Stoick looked relived "Good."

(Line)

The night fury unknown to Stoick was already there, he was just waiting until his kin really needed his protection to start attacking. He had been occupying his time by watching that small hatchling that always amused so much when he joined the raiding team that went to Berk. He preferred the Berk dragon team to the others, partly because it was closest, partly because the vikings were particularly good at killing dragons on Berk and partly because the dragons themselves didn't insult him as much as the others for staying. The hatchling just increased the frequency a bit.

He noticed the boy as soon as he left the wooden structures that were always fun to burn, he'd have to talk the Monstrous Nightmare about nearly burning his main source of entertainment later, it was honestly interesting to watch the little viking child gracefully stumble around the raids and manage to cause just as much damage as the dragons. How any creature could make stumbling graceful was beyond the night fury, but it was fun to observe.

It was only when the very large viking started fighting the Monstrous Nightmare did the night fury decide to join the fight. If the Nightmare was in trouble it was the perfect time to start destroying the rock throwing things the vikings always remade before the next raid after he blew them to pieces.

He had just barely destroyed an unused rock thrower for extra precautions,when he felt something wrap around him. He panicked and let out a scream as he feel quite a distance. How was it possible? He was much to fast for any viking to see, let alone shoot down. So why was he hurtling towards a really big tree at a really fast speed?

He didn't get much time to try to get free before he felt himself collide with the tree and then the ground. His momentum caused the night fury to hit the forest floor and slide a distance before he fell again and landed behind a boulder. The black dragon however because after hitting the ground he felt something rip then a great pain.

When he was able to think past the pain once he stopped crashing, he noted the ropes that firmly held him in place, he figured out he couldn't move properly enough to break them, he landed in an isolated part of the forest and he learned exactly how tiring plummeting from the sky was.

The night fury passed out before he realized something was missing.

(Line)

"I really did hit one." Hiccup pleaded with Gobber to believe him.

"Sure, Hiccup." Gobber said with disinterest as he pushed his apprentice along.

"He never listens." Hiccup didn't seem to catch on to Gobbers' tone.

"Well, it runs in the family."

"And when he does," Hiccup continued as if Gobber never spoke "It's with this disappointed scowl. Like the sea didn't have enough fish in it." they arrived at Hiccups home and he turned to the blacksmith and mimicked his father "Excuse me, ocean? I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring. I wanted an extra-large boy with beefy arms. Extra guts and glory on the inside. This here, this is a talking fish bone."

Gobber looked at the defeated looking child he practically raised after Val died and offered him comfort "You're thinking about this all wrong. It's not so much what you look like, it's what's in you he can't stand." At least he tried to.

Hiccup gave him a look "Thank you for summing that up." he said dryly.

"Look, the point is, stop trying to be something you're not." That was much better then first attempt, by a lot.

"I just want to be friends with one of you guys." Gobber gave Hiccup a look of sympathy, he knew how badly the lad wanted a friend. It would have diffidently helped if Hiccup had been more viking like, but he wasn't and Gobber knew it wasn't a bad thing. He only wished the rest of the island could have seen that, but mostly he wanted Hiccup to be happy. He watched sadly as Hiccup entered his home then turned to go to the meeting Stoick had ordered the warriors to go to.

(Line)

He lost it, Hiccup had absolutely no idea how it had managed it but, it was true, he had lost giant flying reptile. He angrily scribbled on the page in his notebook he had been using as a map before he put it safely in his vest. "Uggh! The gods hate me. Some people lose their knife or their mug. No, not me, I manage to lose an entire dragon?! How is that even possible?" In a fit of frustration he hit a tree branch out of his way only to have it swing back and whip his face.

When he glared up at it Hiccup saw that the tree the branch was attached to was nearly broken in half and there was a trail of upturned earth leading away from the dead tree. He followed it to a black form, it was the night fury he shot down earlier. It's entire body was a tangled mess within the bola he shot at it.

Hiccups heart soared, then it plummeted. The dragon wasn't moving. He didn't want to kill the creature, he just wanted capture it safely, he didn't want to kill anything! The whole reason he made the bola launcher was to avoid death.

Hiccup cautiously approached the beast and laid his hand on the dragons side, with his eyes closed he could almost pretend it was just sleeping. Which is why when it moved it startled him and the boy jumped when the night fury shifted.

It was alive, the extremely dangerous, fire-breathing dragon Hiccup shot out of the sky was alive and he had no idea what to do. He had been so focused on actually taking down the dragon while keeping its life intact that he never thought about what he would do after. Of course he had to find it after it crashed, but then what?

Hiccup mentally cursed himself for not thinking a head. What could he do? He could have told his dad, but then Stoick would have killed the night fury and that would defeat the purpose of him trying to save lives. He could have killed it, if he wasn't completely against being a hypocrite. He could have left it alone and pretended he never saw it. The last one was really tempting; but then some wild boars would have come and done what Hiccup couldn't. So that meant his only real option was to free the dragon. The one that would probably eat him without a thought. No problem.

He glanced around a bit to make sure no random viking decided to take a leisurely stroll and came across him hanging around a dragon while he was sawing the black scaled creature free of its binds. He didn't however notice the dragon staring at him as he cut the ropes, so when the night fury pinned him against a rock Hiccup was reasonably frightened.

(Line)

The beasts intelligent green eyes looked into Hiccups' as the dragon seemed to decide if he should kill the boy or not. He knew it was the hatchling he loved to watch, but the circumstances were different then they usually were. He wasn't high above the human, safely camouflaged by the night sky and the human hatchling had a weapon. Sure he used it as a tool for freedom, but what if he didn't next time?

The night fury toke a deep breath and smelt it. It was something that _should not have existed! _Yet here it was attached to this human. Why?! Confused and freaked out the dragon roared as loud as he could at the human and made an awkward escape, he crashed in a cove after a moment in the air.

(Line)

Meanwhile, Hiccup was trying desperately to cool down his body with the cold morning air. He had never been so scared in is life, his entire being felt like it should have been in flames. He managed to cool down enough after a few deep breaths to stand. He only made it a few steps, however, before his face decided to get well acquainted with the ground and everything went black.

**I was stuck for a while about the voice over part because it's in first person and this AU isn't. A friend of mine hates switching from third person to first because 'it's stupid and doesn't make sense' . He's kinda right, no offense to anyone who enjoys that, he's a good writer and takes it seriously. I don't think he uses FF. Oh by the way Hiccups' body temp rise because his dragon instincts want to make fire but he doesn't know why or how so he tries to cool down. I can't figure out how to make him do the fire thing. Should he monstrous nightmare it and light his body on fire? Shoot it out his hands (not very likely, no dragon actually does that)? Or should I just make him do it like Toothless?**

**Thank you for all the favs/follows/reviews.**

**Pepsi out.**


	5. Chapter 5

Dragon Prince Ch.5

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did I would show Toothless's reaction when he found out he was missing a tail, like they did for Hiccup.**

When Hiccup finally made it back to town Astrid found him. She had been looking for him since she finished her clean up duty and it was nearly dark. To say she had worried would have been an understatement, not only the night before was Hiccup nearly killed, he went and disappeared for a whole day.

"Where have you been? Do you have any idea how stupid it was to go out during a raid?" Astrid had begun to search the younger for any life threatening injuries but the only thing she found on him was a bump on the back of his head. "Why did you leave the forge in the middle of a battle? You're suppose to be a smart boy! I swear next time you do something like that again I'll chop you up and feed you to the dragons myself, then I'd have to kill the dragon for eating you!" she finished her rant with a smack to the boys' head.

"Sorry Astrid. I just wanted to help." Hiccup wasn't lying, he really did want to help Berk benefit, if they could capture enough dragons and relocate them far away then maybe the other would follow them and leave Berk alone due to distance.

Astrid seemed to deflate a bit "I know you do Hiccup," she looked up at the quickly darkening sky and ruffled the twelve-years old hair and pushed him towards his hut. "Now go home I think your dad may want to speak to you." Astrid watched the boy groan and walk of with slumped shoulders. She was really glad he wasn't in dragon training, the blond would probably go crazy.

(Line)

Hiccup silently entered his house and lightly made his way towards the stair case, he was always able to sneak around without being noticed, well unless he knocked something over he would be undetected. Stoick had his back facing his son as he stirred the fire-place, trying to keep the embers alive for lack of anything better to do while he waited for his boy to show up. No candles were lit, to only source of light was coming from the hot embers in the fireplace. It was nearly silent in the Haddock house until Hiccups' foot slipped off a step and made a small scuffing sound, the child winced.

"Hiccup." The boy knew that tone. It was the tone Stoick used when he wanted to have a serious conversation with Hiccup. Hiccup knew he was in trouble.

"Dad, listen... I uh, have to talk to you, Dad." Hiccup wasn't sure how his adopted father would react to him not wanting to kill dragons, but it would hardly be pretty enough to be called ugly.

"I need to speak with you too, son." Maybe Stoick decided to forbid Hiccup from fighting dragons, that wouldn't be as bad, Hiccup would never rebel against that rule.

Both father and son straightened in at the same time and spoke together in a way that could convince anyone that there was blood between them.

One said "I've decided I don't want to help fight dragons."

While the other said "I think it's time you learn to fight dragons."

Then together as one they said "What?!"

"Uhhh... You go first Dad" It toke all Hiccups' remaining courage to say he didn't want to fight dragons and most of it went to the Night Fury Incident, he needed some more time to figure out how he was going to find more.

"Alright. I put you in dragon training. You start in the morning." Stoick waited for his child to get excited, it didn't happen.

Instead Hiccup started trying to get out of fighting dragons, he ran his hand through his soft hair and started to ramble"Oh man, I should've gone first. Uh, 'cause I was thinking , you know we have a surplus of dragon-fighting vikings, but do we have enough bread-making vikings or chimney-sweeping vikings, or small home repair vikings? Or maybe large home repair vikings? We really never need a small home repair, unless you count caved in roofs as small." He gave his father a slightly nervous look.

Stoick stopped listening to him when he remembered his son would require a weapon. "You'll need this." he stated dropping an ax in Hiccups small arms, it almost weighed the poor boy down.

"I don't want to fight dragons." Hiccup struggled with the heavy object, it nearly weighed as much as he did and it was over half his height.

"Yes, you do." Stoick still wasn't paying much attention to his son, his mind was mostly elsewhere.

"Rephrase. I _can't_ kill dragons!" Hiccup was pleading with any of the gods that his father would at least get the gist of what he was trying to communicate with the large man.

"But you will kill dragons." Nope, still not actually focused on what was being said. Did the gods ever listen to his prayers?

"No, I'm 199% sure that I won't." Hiccup finally managed to hold on to the ax. He really didn't care if he was holding it like it was a baby, at least he wouldn't drop it and cut off a toe.

"It's time. I have to go Hiccup."

"Can you not hear me?" Hiccup was getting really annoyed "Maybe I only think I'm talking and that's why you're not answering me."

"This is serious!" Stoick force Hiccup to hold his weapon the correct way, "When you carry this ax, you carry all of us with you. Which means you walk like us, you talk like us, you think like us no more of... this." Stoick waved his hand over Hiccups entire body.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "You just gestured to all of me." How was he suppose to be anything but him? And just how was supposed to carry all the others when he could barely carry the ax? Stoick really needed to learn to think before he spoke.

"Deal?" Stoick looked Hiccup in the eye.

"Why does this conversation feel so one-sided?"

"Deal?" Stoick repeated more firmly, he really needed Hiccup to once do what he asked. It was for his own good.

Hiccup sighed and looked defeated, it was so not his day and there was no way he'd win. "Deal." The green-eyed boy felt like he just sold his soul.

The chief looked satisfied as grabbed his helmet and basket of belongings. He walked towards the door, "Good. Train hard. I'll be back. Probably." he closed the door behind him and left Hiccup alone.

To no one the boy said "And I'll be here. Maybe." In the dimly lit room his eyes glowed ever so slightly.

(Line)

The night fury was still completely and utterly flummoxed. This was an unusual feeling for the creature, he could always understand whatever confused him if he gave himself enough time to think, yet here he was stuck with nothing to do except think and he couldn't find a logical answer. Every time he thought he came to a conclusion he found a flaw that would make the entire idea impossible. The black dragon was also very angry. Why couldn't he figure it out?

The human hatchling, he smelt just like a night fury hatchling. There was no mistaking the scent, and yet it was impossible. Perhaps losing his ability to fly caused him to go insane, and that was why he didn't kill the boy, why he thought he smelt what didn't exist. He was the last night fury, he would be able to faintly sense another one if he wasn't. So why was the scent as clear as day? Surely if it were a delusion it wouldn't be so vivid, would it? The boy didn't even have much human scent on him, the black dragon could barely find three other scents on the child that came from everyday interaction. That was another thing that bothered the nigh fury, if the hatchling grew up in a village full of vikings, why didn't he carry more outside scents? It was like the youth was ostracized or neglected, even the three outside scents weren't as strong as they should have been, but why would one that looked so small and delicate be so isolated? Dragons always nurtured the runt so it would grow up to be normal sized and be able to take care of itself in adulthood. Did the humans have other customs?

The black scaled dragon paced around the cove he crashed in looking for an exit as he thought. He already figured out he couldn't fly, if he could he would not have crashed in the cove in the first place. He didn't have enough energy to attempt to fly out, crashing twice in one day toke a lot out of him. It must have been the adrenaline pumping through him during each crash that drained him so much.

After the dragon made it back to where he started he concluded that any ground exit was to small for him to squeeze through, he would have to stay trapped until he had gotten his energy levels back up enough to try to get over the walls of his temporary prison. The beast burned a suitable bed into the ground and went back to his thoughts.

He thought about the hatchlings' eyes, about the distinctive color and expressiveness. It was a color that belonged solely to a night fury, no other breed or species would be able to achieve such a vibrant green. A color that would appear to change based on the lighting, that could shine in the most minimal amount of light. Emotions that only so clearly displayed in a night fury's eyes were present in the boys'. The child had eyes that could only belong to a night fury.

The night fury's head shot up as he realized where his thought process lead him. It was a hopeful place that could only lead to heartbreak and disappointment. He was alone and he couldn't let himself hope for the impossible, it would just do more harm then good when the hope was crushed. It would push him down a deep dark hole that he would not be able to get out of. He wouldn't want to find a way out of the darkness, he would starve himself and die long before he found a way to free himself of the feeling of soul-destroying disappointment, because he was weak.

With all the strengths the night fury possessed he was weakened by the overwhelming sense of loneliness that came with being the last of his kind. It was that weakness that made him so accepting when he thought the child would kill him with his knife, he was almost angry with the boy for letting him live. His own solitude was almost ended and when he thought back to his easy acceptance the night fury was disgusted with himself. He promised to protect the other dragons when they went on raids and he would have happily given their safety up for his own cowardly desires. Not that he would have been protecting them again anytime soon. He couldn't fly.

He had lost one of the fins that controlled his flight in the first crash, he was a cripple. He was doomed to die.

The black scaled dragon suddenly growled angrily at his own stupidity. He was _not_ doomed and he would _not_ die and he would _not_ stop protecting the other dragons if he could help it. He was a night fury, no, he was the _Night Fury_, he was strong and smart, no disability would stop him from doing what he wanted to do. The next day he would focus on getting over the coves' stone wall, once that task was done he would protect the other dragons, he would survive and most importantly he would figure out the enigma that was the strange, small viking child and put his mind to ease. All though the last would require going near the boy again to sniff him and the night fury seriously doubted the hatchling would appreciate that after their last encounter.

And if the boy was want the dragon wanted to hope he was for some impossible reason, well that would be a little bonus.

**The movie never showed how our favorite night fury dealt with becoming a cripple so I thought of this. I know it doesn't seem like the cheeky dragon he usually is but come on, losing something insanely important to you would make you get dark thoughts to. **

**Okay last time I asked about Hiccup's ability with fire and got help from some of you and I think I figured out a way to make most of you happy, I'll give Hiccup the night fury shots and the power to manipulate it. Fire won't burn him and he can control it, he'd need a lot of training to create it out of thin air and stuff like that, but he would be able to bloke flames and light parts of himself on fire by accident. And he will be able to fully change into a night fury when he's older, but I imagine it would hurt, like a lot, and so he would do partial changes.**

**Thanks for all the fav/reviews/follows.**

**Pepsi out.**


	6. Chapter 6

Dragon Prince Ch.6

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did the sequel would not have taken so long.**

Gobber opened the gates to the killing arena and lead the recruits is, "Welcome to dragon training!"

The arena was a colosseum like structure, it had stone walls and a dome roof made out of strong chains so the dragons couldn't escape. It had shields, weapons and other supplies off towards to the side so the fighters could get to them if needed but wouldn't get in the way to much. The scorch makes that decorated the walls were both gruesome and inspiring to the recruits, well most of them. Hiccup for the burn marks slightly morbid.

As he entered Hiccup couldn't help the over hear the other recruits as they talked amongst themselves.

"I hope I get some serious burns!" Tuffnut said true to his masochistic ways.

"I'm hoping for some mauling, like on my shoulder or lower back." Ruffnut was just like her brother, that was probably why they fought so much, only she was a little smarted.

"It's only fun if you get a scar out of it."

"Your definition of 'fun' is kinda concerning Astrid." The other kids didn't know Hiccup was there until he spoke up. None of them were pleased with it; Snotlout and the twins just didn't like Hiccup, Astrid was worried the clumsy boy would hurt himself or the others and Fishlegs was nervous enough about being in dragon training without being around Berks' number one trouble magnet.

"Oh great. Who let him in?" Tuffnut asked "Isn't he like young or something?"

"Stoick thought it was in the best interest of Berk if Hiccup learned to defend himself against dragons early," Gobber stated before they could start picking on his apprentice. "Now, lets get started! The recruit who does the best will earn the honor of killing their first dragon in front of the entire village."

It was then Snotlout deemed a good time to make a jab at his adopted cousin, "Hiccup already killed a night fury, so does that disqualify him or wh-OW!" The black-haired teen was left ribbing his arm after Astrid punched him, cutting off his remark.

Gobber winked at the blond as she acted innocent before he continued, "Behind these are just a few of the species you will learn to fight." Gobber eyed Fishlegs for a moment, it looked like the boy would burst "The deadly nadder-"

The beefy boy started to rattle of key points of the dragon. "Speed eight. Armor sixteen." That was annoying to Gobber.

Gobber continued to the next cage, listing off the names of the species that inhabited each one as he passed, "The hideous zippleback-"

"Plus eleven stealth, times two." Really annoying.

"The monstrous nightmare-"

"Firepower fifteen." One more time...

"The terrible terror-"

"Attack eight. Venom twelve."

"CAN YOU STOP THAT?" Gobber snapped. It simply had to be done.

Fishlegs looked quietly at his teacher.

Gobber straightened once he knew he wouldn't be interrupted again, "And the gronkle."

Fishlegs leaned over and whispered to Hiccup, who was standing between him and Astrid "Jaw strength, eight."

Hiccup leaned toward the the bulky blonde and whispered back, "How is that useful right now?"

"It's not." Was the only reply.

Gobber opened the door to the last gate, letting the gronkle free. The lesson began with a complaint from Snotlout and a question from Gobber about what they would need which led to a smart mouthed comment from Hiccup, a useless fact from Fishlegs and the correct answer from Astrid.

A shield was the most important piece of equipment when fighting dragons, and so when Gobber told them this all the students scrambled to get one, all except Hiccup and the twins. The twins had chosen the same one and started to fight over it, while that was happening the gronkle had spotted them bickering and shot a blast at them, they were disqualified from the lesson. While the twins fought Hiccup had been having trouble lifting his shield until Astrid forced it on to his arm and pushed the small boy before running off to avoid a blast that was shot at them.

"Those shields are good for another thing, noise! Make lots of it, throws off their aim." Gobber watched the dragon start to wobble as it hovered when his students toke his advice and banged their weapons against their shields before he continued, "Shot limits, all dragons have one. Does anybody know what a gronkles' is?"

"Five?" Snotlout guessed at random as he watched Hiccup stumble slightly, the runt could barley stand. Why was he in dragon training?

"No, six!" Fishlegs shouted excitedly as he stopped banging his shield. The gronkle was able to lock on the large boy and eliminate him.

Hiccup had sneaked away from the group when he started to get disoriented and hid behind a barrier until he felt better, or until the training lesson was over what ever came first. However what he didn't expect was for the gronkle to smash through the barrier and start chasing him. It shot the shield right out of his grasp and he tried to reach for it again and ended up with his back against the wall and the dragon inches away from his face.

The stout dragon inhaled and readied to blast the child when, suddenly it stopped, its' pupils widened and it let out a slightly confused sound just before Gobber hooked his prosthetic in its' mouth and through it back into its' dark cage, telling the creature it'll get another chance to terrorize the trainees.

Gobber looked at the slightly dirtied group and gave them the most important the most important bit of knowledge they would learn from his teachings "Remember, a dragon will always," he gave Hiccup a stern look, "Always go for the kill."

(Line)

The Gronkle was laying in her cell trying with all her brain power to figure out what the strange, small green-brown viking was supposed to be. It looked human, except for the pretty eyes, and smelt the way a dragon would. The scent reminded her strongly of the Night Fury; but it wasn't fully matured, like it was a night fury hatchling, but that would be impossible, there were no night fury young. The Night Fury was the last night fury. There was no way it could have been a dragon, let alone a night fury.

Why didn't it attack then? Every dragon knew that vikings always wanted to inflect as much damage as they possibly could. Why did that one seem to only focus on survival? Why did get dizzy with the her when the other vikings were making a lot of loud noise?

All the questions were giving the dragon a headache and so she decided that the next time she saw the small green-brown viking to figure out the mystery.

(Line)

The night fury tried for what seemed to be the millionth time to climb out of the place that had quickly become his personal prison cell in the penitentiary that was the island of Berk. Once again, for the millionth time, he failed and gravity dragged him back into captivity.

Gravity.

It was such a simple thing, all it did was keep things on the ground. That was its' entire purpose. It was the very thing he would so easily defy before, only obeying its' rules when it would suit his needs. Now it was his prison guard, refusing to let him escape, its' force was stronger than any metal and made the perfect chains. Gravity chained the night fury to the ground after he mocked it with his flight for so long and now it had its' revenge. The night fury was chained to the earth by gravity, it was gravity's slave. That wasn't right. He was a dragon, a creature born to be free and ride through the air; he was not suppose to be earthbound, like the humans, a dragon that follows gravity was pathetic and the night fury refused to be pathetic. He would break through the bonds that were barricading him from freedom and revolt against the force of nature guarding him. He would punish his captors for his wrongful imprisonment and-

The night furys' mind went way to far off track. He must be getting hungry, he thought to himself, he only gets so overly dramatic when he's alone when he's hungry. It had been quite some time since he last ate, before he was shot down to be specific.

He half walked half tiredly dragged his exhausted body to the ponds' shore where he last saw a fish and tried unsuccessfully to catch one with his mouth. It was way easier to snatch the fish up while flying, the scaled aquatic creatures didn't have enough time to swim away.

It was only when he heard the sounds of something falling he became aware of a second presence. It was the viking child again, he had surprisingly returned.

The night fury cocked his head to the side at the same time to child did and inhaled the boys' scent. It was diffidently a night fury hatchling scent and that could mean only one thing, but how? The two pairs of green eyes stared at each other curiously.

(Line)

Inside the Great Hall Gobber was still trying to teach the kids about dragon-fighting while outside a storm was ragging and Hiccup was just opening to door. "Alright, where did Astrid go wrong in the ring today?" Pointing out flaws are a good away to help improve.

"I mistimed my somersault dive. It was sloppy and through off the reverse tumble." Astrid was known for wanting to be the best and proud of the reputation. She worked hard to achieve perfection and anything less would frustrate her.

"No, you were great. That was so 'Astrid'." Snotlout winked at the blond.

Gobber sighed, that comment would no doubt side track them for a while. He saw that Hiccup had finally reappeared and decided to use him to get the group to focus, "Where did Hiccup go wrong?"

"He's never where he should be."Astrid said as she looked at the rain-soaked boy and cut off any insults. He should have been at his home or at the forge, where the chances of him getting mauled by a giant reptile were greatly lessened.

"Thank you Astrid." The blond knew what he was trying to do, Gobber placed a huge book on the table, "The dragon manual, everything we know about every dragon we know of is in this book. There are no attacks tonight, not with this storm. Study up." The blacksmith left his students to do want they pleased.

Snotlout and the twins decided not to read it and left with Fishlegs, who had already read it seven times, gushing about dragon stats, leaving Astrid and Hiccup alone. Said blond picked up the book and brought it to the burnet.

"I've already read it. So it's all yours, read it so you can try not to get killed. And don't go to bed it wet clothes." Astrid then left the boy to eat and do what he wished.

It was actually quite late when he finally started reading to manual in the Great Hall, his clothes had already dried. He opened the book and started reading aloud, "Dragon classifications: strike class, fear class, mystery class." he turned the page, "Thunderdrum: this reclusive dragon inhabits sea caves and dark tide pools. When startled the thunderdrum can produce a concussive sound that can kill a man at close range. Extremely dangerous, kill on sight." he turned the page again "Timberjack: this gigantic creature has razor-sharp wings that can slice through full-grown trees... Extremely dangerous, kill on sight." Each page seemed to have the same message, warnings about the dragon then instructions to kill it on sight. Page after page it was the same thing until he got to the page on night furies. "Night Fury: speed unknown. Size unknown. The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself. Never engage this dragon. Your only hope, hide and pray it does not find you." Hiccup considered the information he read for a moment before pulling out his notebook and placing it on the dragon manual open to the page were he drew the night fury. He knew the manual was incorrect, but to what extent?

**I am soooooo sorry I have three tests this week and so I could only write if I had spare time or like right now should have been studying. Someone told me in a review not to give up an that made me smile then panic because I really didn't want to leave the readers hanging. So I decided to say who needs Math? And write this instead of studying, I'll just sleep on my textbook I heard somewhere that helps somehow. Thank you for all the favs/follow/reviews.**

**Pepsi out. **


	7. Chapter 7

Dragon Prince Ch.7

The dragons watched as their monarch growled as she thought about the disappearance of the Night Fury, normally he would enter the Nest every few days to try to get a few dragons to leave and be free, but he had not shown up and the Queen was slightly worried about what he was up to. Was he out gathering an army to try to defeat her? Or did he finally see he was unwanted there and move on to some other place?

She didn't know and according to the 'Berk Squad', as she like to call the dragons that raided the pathetic island, they didn't know either. That was strange, the Berk Squad were closer to the Night Fury then any of the other dragons, they spoke to him, flew with him, they allowed him to mourn the capture of their fellow dragons with him. Even if it was his fault, he liked to 'protect' them, if she were to believe what her subjects told her. The Night Fury would join them on their way to Berk and obliterate the humans main defenses, but never allow himself to be seen, he seemed to avoid direct contact with vikings and that prevented him from truly protecting her minions. Although, she couldn't deny the fact that ever since the Night Fury started watching out for them more of the Berk Squad made it back to the Nest safely.

"_My Queen, it seems the humans are trying to find our Nest again. Shall we destroy their boats or do you want to eat them alive?_" the giant dragon looked at the monstrous nightmare in front of her with slight distaste, she never enjoyed the way the nightmares tasted, they were sour yet dull and far to chewy.

"_Destroy the ships. Vikings are too tough and bland, kind of like you. If they were viking hatchlings, then I would eat them. Their young are always so juicy._" the monstrous nightmare was disgusted with its' Queen, why would she enjoy eating children was beyond it, but followed its' orders anyway.

(Line)

The next day in training Hiccup had deemed it a good idea to ask questions no one had answers to while avoiding a deadly nadder. "You know, I noticed the book had nothing on Night Furies. Is there another book or a sequel? Maybe a little Night Fury pamphlet?" A blast of fire toke the head of his ax off the handle and cut him off temporarily. The boy yelped and ran off, trying to escape to a safe place in the maze Gobber had set up in the training arena.

"Focus Hiccup! You're going to get killed if you don't even try." Gobber watched from above as his students and a dragon run around his labyrinth like ants. "Today is all about attack. Nadders are quick and light on their feet. Or is paws a better word? Anyway your job is to be quicker and lighter."

The light blue dragon spotted Fishlegs and shot spikes at him, the boy used his shield to block the colorful projectiles and ran away yelling about Gobbers' teaching methods. The screams however fell on deaf ears, Gobber didn't really care if the boy disliked the way he taught as long as the boy was able to defend himself in the future Gobber was happy and the rest of the children were to focused on the Nadder to pay attention to Fishlegs.

"Look for its' blind spot. Every dragon has one, find it, hide in it and strike!" Gobber watched the twins get trapped in the Nadders' blind spot together, they started to fight almost instantly, they made a loud ruckus and shoved each other around for a bit until the Nadder located them and attacked them with a stream of fire. "Blind spot? Yes. Deaf spot? Those tend to be imaginary."

It was then Hiccup had decided to continue his earlier questioning and asked his teacher about how to sneak up on a night fury and his hopes were dashed by Gobber telling him that no one ever live long enough in the presence of one to find out, not ever hypothetically.

"Hiccup!" Astrid hissed as she dragged him into a hiding spot, "Dragon training remember?" The blond reminded the boy pointing at the Deadly Nadder before preparing to attack it.

"Watch out babe, I'll take care of this." Snotlout said pushing the girl out-of-the-way slightly. He threw his weapon and missed by a good five feet, Astrid gave him an unimpressed look. "What? The sun was in my eyes Astrid." The group of three started retreating away from the angered reptile, Hiccup going off on his own and Snotlout following the girl he was failing to woe. "What do you want me to do, block out the sun? I could do that, but I just don't have the time right now."

Astrid ditched Snotlout in hopes that it would try to eat him not here, however it seemed like luck was not on her side because the giant scaled creature decided it wanted pretty blond viking for lunch. The dragon tried taking a sharp corner and knocked over one of the walls in the maze causing a domino effect to occur within the kill ring. The recruits streaming out to avoid the chaos and destruction of the falling walls that divided the arena.

Astrid hopped on to the walls as they fell to avoid being crushed by the heavy dividers or being eaten by a certain light blue and yellow spiked dragon chasing her. If it weren't for the life threatening danger she was in, it would have reminded her of one of the games she used to play when she was younger before she discovered her love for using a battle-ax. Of course in those moments the only thing going through her mind were jump, balance, dodge spikes, move right, jump, balance, dodge the mouth full of incredibly sharp teeth, land on Hiccup... wait.

"Hiccup!" Astrid landed on the boy just as he turned to see her come flying at him. If it wasn't for his shield, Hiccup would had his arm chopped off by Astrid's ax.

"Awww. They're cuddling." Tuffnut teased from where he was hiding.

"We could do it better." the female twin said sounding bored as she watched Hiccup and Astrid try to separate her ax from his shield, "If we could cuddle without trying to kill each other."

A sudden screech reminded Astrid of the dragon that was chasing her and gave up on their futile attempts to keep the shield intact; she swung her ax at the dragon with the shield still attached and hit it on its bird-like beak. The Nadder made a pained moan and trotted away living the slightly winded girl alone.

The blond didn't even hear Gobber when he congratulated her, she was to busy lecturing Hiccup as she dragged him by the arm out of the training arena. "Do you think this is a joke? Asking questions when you should be focusing on important things, like staying alive? What were you thinking? Our parents war is about to become ours. A war that isn't just about our food stoke getting raided, its about survival Hiccup. Figure out if you're going to fight or stand by and watch as our fellow tribesmen are killed." Astrid stopped and put her and under the child's' chin and forced him to look at her, "Do you understand what I'm trying to say?"

Hiccup looked into the older girls' blue eyes and nodded; she wasn't really mad at him, she just wanted what she thought was best. Astrid was just scared, they had both nearly been squished then eaten, she was never good at expressing feeling that could be considered weakness without it coming out with a hint of anger. It was one of the few things she hadn't ever tried to perfect.

(Line)

Hiccup had briefly stopped at the food storage and the armory to pick up a new shield and some food for the Night Fury before he headed to the hidden cove, he had noticed that the dragon seemed to have difficulty fishing and thought the black reptile would be hungry. Food, he rationalized, would be the perfect peace-offering. The only problem he faced was what to get the dragon, would it eat yak? Or chicken? Eggs? Or Eel? Fish? Bread? A bit of sheep? The dragons always seemed to take a lot of those, but then remembered he had heard stories of fishermen seeing dragons dive into the ocean and eat entire schools of fish so maybe they prefer sea creatures? So fish or eel?

A loud noise outside the food storage building spooked Hiccup out of his thoughts and he quickly grabbed the nearest rather large fish and sneaked out before he was caught stealing food. He ran through the forest with a shield in one hand and feeling of the fish's soft scales in the other, he toke the most reclusive path he knew to the cove to avoid being caught and getting questioned about carrying such a strange combination.

When he arrived he found a space between two giant boulders he could walk through to get into the cove. It was a tight squeeze because he kept the shield in front of him the entire time just encase the Night Fury remembered what it had seemingly forgotten the previous times he visited it, which was that vikings and dragons were currently in an kill-on-sight war. When he got to the cove he stayed hidden between the two boulders and threw the fish in, when he realized that the dragon would probably not eat something if it wasn't aware of where it came from, he stepped forward and got his shield wedged between the rocks. He tried to free the shield he just got to replace his old one, but he couldn't and so he ducked under it gave it one last half-hearted pull then he picked up the 'peace offering' and wandered a little further into the cove.

While the boy had been focus on his shield the Night Fury had climbed up on a rock and watched him and so when Hiccup turned around to find he was being watched he was pleasantly spooked for then second time that day. The brunette instinctively hugged the fish as the dragon examined him from a safe distance.

Hiccup held out the fish to the Night Fury and the dragon stepped forward to eat it but stopped, like it realized something. Hiccup pulled the silver scaled fish back to his body and lifted his fur vest to let the cat-like dragon see his knife tucked neatly into his belt. At the sight of the dagger the Night Fury toke a cautious step back and Hiccup moved his hand to remove the small weapon from his belt when the dragon growled fiercely, like it was warning him not to so anything stupid. The boy jumped back a step and slowly pulled the dagger out of his belt then held it at arms length and let it fall the ground with a dull _thunk_. The Night Fury jerked its head towards the water and the child knew exactly what it meant, so the boy picked the knife up with his boot and kicked it into the water where it made a _spoosh_. Instantly the dragon was no longer defensive and it looked more like a curious dog then anything else it's pupils expanded, it's head was cocked to the side and one of its ears even did a small twitch.

Hiccup held out the fish once more and the dragon slowly crept forward and opened its mouth. Hiccup was surprised to see pink gums, "Huh, toothless. I could have sworn you had," Hiccup let out a small gasp when the Night Fury's teeth snapped out and it ate the entire fish in two quick bits, "teeth" the boy finished.

The dragon cleaned its teeth with it's tongue before it narrowed it's eyes at the boy and approached him while sniffing him. Hiccup backed up and tripped over his own feet, "Ah, uh no no. No" Hiccup stuttered as he felt his back hit a rock, "I don't have any more." he whispered and silently prayed the dragon wasn't hungry enough to eat him.

He was immensely confused when the dragons eyes rolled back and it started to gag. He was incredibly disgusted when half of the dead fish landed in his lap covered in saliva, but he was only slightly irritated when the Night Fury wanted him to eat half a regurgitated fish. Oddly enough, the child actually enjoyed the bite he toke, he didn't find the dragon saliva mixed with raw fish tasted disgusting and the slimy texture of the mixture didn't bother him.

The boy smiled at the dragon and the dragon smiled back. Hiccup leaned forward to touch the dragon after he set the fish down, when he suddenly sneeze, the Night Fury must have gotten startled because when Hiccup opened his eyes the dragon was burning a patch of grass on the other side of the cove's large pond.

The Night Fury curled up on it's nice bed he scorched on the ground, away from the hatchling that was no doubt a dragon. When the child sneezed he saw just for the briefest moment a small purplish spark, it wasn't enough to get noticed by any other creature but the Night Fury. The hatchling was just starting to develop his ability to shoot fire, usually Night Furies have to wait longer after they hatch than other dragons because of their advanced ability to have a high shot limit, it toke longer to develop then the other dragon hatchlings, but this human looking hatchling should have been spitting out sparks years ago. At least the boy was dragon enough to eat the fish, he seemed way to skinny to eat often, perhaps his caregivers were poor as well as neglectful.

A bird caught his attention and the Night Fury watched the bird take flight, what a show off. When he lowered his eyes he noticed the hatchling sitting in front of him, the boy had somehow sneaked up on him. The black scaled dragon sighed, while he tolerated the child shamelessly staring at him, the dragon had spent most of the day trying to escape and just wanted a nice nap. The Night Fury shifted

into a comfortable sleeping position and was almost asleep when he caught the child scooting forward and trying to touch him. The child quickly walked off in one direction, probably embarrassed, while the Night Fury went off in the other to hang off one of the trees and slept.

Hiccup had wondered around the cove for a while after the dragon went off to have a nap. He returned to the fish and ate the rest, if anyone asked him he'd say he was really hungry but honestly he just really liked the flavor. About an hour later he was sitting on a rock drawing in the dirt with a stick he had found during his exploration of the cove. He had only been doodling for a short while when the thing he had been drawing came up behind him and started watching. The boy tensed for a moment before he continued moving the stick around in the dirt, completely aware that the dragon beside him was watching his every move in fascination.

He was really surprised when the dragon stood up on its hind legs and waddle off, it snapped a nearby sapling in half and started dragging the young tree across the ground using it's mouth. It was then Hiccup's turn to watch the dragons every move as the black creature drew in the dirt, he wasn't even annoyed when the dragon smacked him with the tree in the head, the twelve-year old was very curious as to what the dragon was drawing.

When the dragon was done it gave a satisfied nod, Hiccup was so amazed that he didn't even notice he had stepped on one of the lines until the dragon made a growl that sounded a lot like a "no". He toke his foot of the line and the black dragon was once more happily making purring sounds, just to make sure it wasn't something else angering the creature Hiccup stepped on the line twice more getting the same response as before. The boy nodded to the dragon with a smile and began stepping over the lines, twisting and turning with each step so he could avoid the lines, it was almost like a dance, the most graceful the boy had ever been.

He had been so engrossed in walking between the lines that he didn't even notice he was nearing the Night Fury until he felt a puff of air ruffle his hair. Hiccup stepped back with a small gasp, but when he saw that the dragon meant him no harm he tried touching it, he only received a small growl this time, as if it were warning him not to sneeze in his face again; the boy turn if his head and held out his arm, deciding it was better to let the dragon close the gap between them.

At first he wasn't sure the dragon would even think of letting him touch it but that thought was quickly dashed when he felt warm scales press against the palm of his hand. The boy turned his head to watch the dragon open its eyes. The dragon sneezed into Hiccup's hand gently, shook its head and ran off.

(Line)

It was only when Hiccup looked down into the cove from a rock after he left for the night did he finally realize what the dragon had drawn. It was crudely done, like the artist was a giant toddler, but the intention was recognizable if you toke a long hard look at it. The dragon had drawn Hiccup.

Hiccup smiled, "See you tomorrow, Toothless."


	8. Chapter 8

Dragon Prince Ch.8

**I owned my imagination not HTTYD if I did the movie would not be as perfect as it is.**

It was a clear, moderately warm night for Berk and so Gobber thought it would be a good idea to get his recruits to bond over a bonfire, food and a few good stories. The location he had chosen was at a catapult that was currently inactive, it had been damaged in a raid and had yet to be fixed, the catapult was seated on a raised platform to help the operators get clean shots when it was in working order.

The stories told were of past battles, dragons killing ruthlessly and adventures in which the main character was a big, strong viking hero who over came all obstacles presented to him with brutish force and some aid in the form of a few wise words on how to best your adversaries in battle. The food consisted of any bird that was freshly killed and fish straight out of the ocean, scales, guts, fins, eyes were all still firmly attached. In short it was a perfect night for vikings and so of course Hiccup was left feeling awkwardly out-of-place roasting a fish and wondering if it tasted just as good raw as the one Toothless gave him.

"... and with one twist he toke my hand and swallowed it whole." Gobber said acting out the story of how he lost him limbs excitedly, he had been waiting to tell the story to the teenagers since the night began, he had told it to Hiccup so many times the boy could tell the tale with the blond amputee in complete synchronization, "And I saw the look on his face; I was delicious. He must have passed the word because it wasn't another month before another one of them toke my leg."

"Gobber, the time frame in which you lose your limbs gets shorter every time you tell that story." Hiccup teased as he quickly turned his fish over to cook the other side, only to see the side he just cooked resembled a charcoal lump with fins. Burnt fish. Yum.

"Shut up runt, it obviously hurts the man too much to remember the exact time his arm and leg were ripped off." Snotlout snapped, earning a glare from Gobber, Hiccup and Astrid, all of which he didn't notice, "I swear I'm so angry right now. I'll avenge your beautiful hand and your beautiful foot. I'll chop off the legs of every dragon I fight, with my face."

"Are you sure you want to put your face in harm's way Snotlout?" Astrid asked sweetly, "Because it may end up looking even worse than it already does."

"Aw, babe I knew you cared about me." Some things really do fly right over Snotlouts' head, Astrids' insult was just one example of many.

"Snotlout if you ever get close enough to chop somethin' of a dragon, it's the wings and tail you go after. If it can't fly, it can't get away, a downed dragon is a dead dragon." Gobber stood and stretched with a huge yawn, missing the thoughtful look that Hiccup gained. "I'm off to bed and you should to, tomorrow we start on the big boys," the blacksmith said referring to dragon training, "We're slowly making our towards facing the Monstrous Nightmare, but who will win the honor to kill in front of everyone?"

Astrid watched the blacksmith hobble off, with his large roasted bird ,before turning her attention towards Tuffnut who was bragging about having a destiny or something, it was just his usual nonsense. She tuned him out when her other friends started up some rather useless banter. Astrid really wondered how she could stand being around people who could barely understand the simplest things when she could spend her time with Hiccup.

The boy was a genius, Astrid had seen some of his blueprints while visiting him in the forge and they all seemed too far-fetched to even think up, but when Hiccup explained to her how they were suppose to work, she was able to understand how amazing they would be if Hiccup was ever allowed to make them. If he hadn't taking the time to explain to her what each blueprint was for and how it would be used, she would have never understood what they meant or how smart the boy really was.

The blond had always considered herself to be more intelligent than the other kids her age, but around Hiccup she felt herself wanting him explain to her what he meant whenever he was chattering on about one of his inventions so she knew if she should encourage him or tell to stop before the child hurt himself. It always amazed her at how the boy, who was a year and a half younger and a full head shorter than her, managed to be smarter than anyone else on the island and still be innocent enough to remain blissfully unaware of certain dangers in the world. As smart as he was, Hiccup was still a clumsy child.

Of course that doesn't mean the village was stupid, just in comparison to Hiccup they seemed dull, Fishlegs, for example, was able to hold an intelligent conversation with Astrid when Snotlout and the twins were off somewhere else creating chaos of some kind. The blond boy, as big as he was, had a kind and gentle nature that made him reluctant to cause or watch harm to others. It was a trait that only a few in the village shared, it was also the thing that lead Astrid to become friend with the beefy boy, Fishlegs reminded her of Hiccup. Well, that and when they were younger when Snotlout and the twins would start picking on Hiccup Fishlegs would always go running to find Astrid. He would tell her where Hiccup was being bullied and she would stop it.

It seemed like she wasn't the only one of her peers who had a soft spot for the small brilliant boy. Astrid had seen Fishlegs following Hiccup with a bucket of water and a hammer when the boy was making his way to the forge during a raid many times. Fishlegs just preferred to protect the brunette boy in secret instead of being open about it like Astrid. It was actually quite understandable, with his passive nature the blond bookworm wouldn't win if Snotlout fought him about protecting Hiccup and would probably lose one of his uneven buck teeth in the process.

When she talked about Hiccup with Fishlegs he seemed to understand how smart the boy was he had started spouting off statistics and facts he had read about before he stated that Hiccup would most likely grow up to be one of the, if not the greatest mind of their time. That being said, he was still a small boy who was to smart to be accepted by the kids his own age and was basically frowned upon by the entire village and so it was only natural that a few people would find it necessary to watch over him. It was a maternal instinct of sorts, he said.

Astrid was stunned by the logic Fishlegs used as an explanation as to why some people seemed to care about the boy when no one else wanted to pay him any attention. Hiccup was what they originally bonded over, but they also would argue which dragon would be harder to kill according to the dragon manual and who was stupider, Snotlout or the twins.

Astrid supposed she was grateful for Fishlegs, he had helped her protect Hiccup for years, even before he figured out about the boys brain. It made her happy to see Hiccup wasn't as alone as he thought he was.

(Line)

Hiccup sighed with relief as he watched Astrid turn back to the bonfire. She had almost caught him sneaking away, well she did but she couldn't see him in the shadows and question him. It's not like he doesn't want her to find out about Toothless, he did, it was just that he wasn't ready yet. He had just made a friend for the first time and he wanted to get to know the Night Fury a little before he tells anyone. Plus he had to make sure Toothless would be able to fly again, he didn't want his friend to die if someone accidentally stumbled across him in the woods. It was a small island after all someone would eventually find the hidden cove in the forest and Toothless trapped inside it.

Hiccup would tell her, just when he was sure he could convince her not to tell the village or his dad right away. That could end in disaster

Carefully, Hiccup made his way to the smithy, if he really chose to at any given time he could probably walk through an entire room full of people without being noticed. He was small enough to hide almost anywhere and light on his feet despite being really clumsy and he had the most interesting talent to hide in the shadows. It was an ability he discovered while playing hide and seek with Astrid, they were in a cave and she had walked by his hiding place five times. She only found him because he couldn't stop giggling. He smiled at the memory, it had happened just before she started hanging out with Snotlout, Fishlegs and the twins and they were almost always seen playing together in places they probably shouldn't have.

Once inside the forge Hiccup did a quick search to make sure Gobber really did go home instead of working in the forge at night like he sometimes did when his leg or arm was bothering him and couldn't sleep. After checking every place the large man could fit Hiccup went to his table and pulled out this note book. He had some very important work to do.

**Sorry for the wait and shortness I had other things on my mind. Also I want to keep the story close to the movie so if I want I can continue with the rest of the trilogy. This chapter references back to chapter three with the Fishlegs bit, it was something I thought he would do. **

**Thanks for all the love.**

**Pepsi out.**
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Dragon Prince Ch.9

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did Snotlouts' ego would downsize at some point.**

Toothless was surprised when the night fury hatchling visited him earlier than he was use to, not that he complained when he saw the huge woven basket full of freshly caught fish the boy was struggling to carry along with some unknown object. The half-fish he had the day before had been somewhat of a tease for his empty stomach, dragons have enormous appetites and the basket full of fish, that could probably fit two of the hatchling inside with room to move, was a much more "dragon sized" meal. The boy was talking but Toothless couldn't force himself to listen.

The black dragon happily ate the food and he was enjoying his first proper meal since he lost his ability to fly that he didn't notice the black and yellow eel hidden among the silver scales of the salmon and cod until his snout was less than half a foot away from it. Only once its sour and acidic scent burn his air ways did he give attention to the child.

"_Get that vile thing away from me!_" The Night Fury roared. He felt stupid, every dragon could sniff out an eel in their sleep and avoid them but, there he was, an incredibly smart dragon that was wide awake, with an eel practically in his mouth. Just thinking about how close the slimy, rubbery meat of the eel was to sliding down his throat was almost enough to make him involuntarily bring the fish he devoured back up.

"I said around the same thing when I first tried eel too." Hiccup said absently, grimacing as picked up the dead snake-like creature and throwing it off to the side, completely missing the brief looked his friend gave him before the dragon continued with his meal. He wiped his fingers off on his fur vest afterwords and made a mental note to wash it in the very near future otherwise the smell would drive him insane.

Cautiously, Hiccup approached Toothless's injured tail with the false fin he spent the entire night creating, muttering unconsciously in his nervousness. So many of his inventions failed and really didn't want this one to, it was a matter between his only friends life and death. If he couldn't help Toothless fly again what use was he? He wasn't a proper viking in any sense of the word, disaster seemed to follow him when ever he stepped out side and on top of that, as far as anyone knew, his birth parents didn't even want him!

Hiccup shook his head and focused on his task, he had to get the prosthetic on Toothless so he could make the adjustments that would allow the dragon to fly again. It was easier said then done, every time his line the fake tail fin up with the real one, Toothless would move to reach more fish and Hiccup would have to realign the two. When he finally got the tail-piece properly attached he sat back to admire his work when suddenly, Toothless launched himself in the air taking Hiccup with him.

Toothless had been aware that the boy was playing around with his tail and so he didn't think much of it, he just kept moving his tail and playing along while he ate, until he felt his tail balance out for the first time in days. The Night Fury's mind was so blown that he completely forgot everything and launched himself into the air.

The elation the black scaled dragon felt was like nothing he had ever experienced before. He didn't even think about how he was flying or why, he just let himself enjoy the feeling of the wind rushing past him. It was truly remarkable, to do the impossible, to fix what was irreparably broken was simply magical.

"YES! I did it!" Toothless looked back and saw the hatchling was clinging to his tail and holding the contraption he noticed earlier open, it was strange how small the child was, he didn't even feel the boy's weight.

Toothless snorted, so it wasn't magic after all, and turned rather sharply to land when once again his tail lost its balance and he skidded across the small lake before he sunk into the water. It was by far his best landing since he became a downed dragon.

"YEAH!" Toothless saw the hatchling pop adorably out of the water with wide exhilarated green eyes. He must have fallen off during the sharp turn and landed in the water with Toothless. Oops.

(Line)

The Zippleback heard the lock to their cage door opening and blasted the doors wide to throw off any attacks from the vikings they knew were out side their dark cell. Then they proceeded to create a giant cloud of gas so they could examine their opponents with having to worry about being attacked, they had heard an interesting story from the Gronkle about one of the viking hatchlings and wanted to see if there was any truth behind it.

The Gronkle had said that the small green-brown viking child with pretty eyes had the scent of a night fury hatchling. Of course the Zippleback had been curious and asked the Nadder who was let out of her cage next if it were true but she told them that she didn't get close enough to the boy to analyze his scent properly. That didn't discourage the Gronkle though, she kept trying to convince the other dragons to smell the hatchling when they got the chance.

This was the Zippleback's chance, they quickly made their way through the their cloud of gas, getting rid of the viking children that didn't match, having a bucket of water thrown on it in the process, the Gronkles description until only one remained.

It truly was a small child and it was green and brown with very pretty eyes. They were so big, vivid and familiar, they seen eyes like that before.

"_Brother, where have we seen eyes like those before?_" One of their heads hissed to the other.

"_I was about to ask you the same thing, Brother._" The other responded.

The Zippleback stepped forward the sniff the boy curiously, before backing away very Gronkle was right, the child did indeed carry the scent of a night fury hatchling but also something else, on the fur the hatchling worn was the lingering scent of an eel.

As curious as they were, the Zippleback did not like that smell and so the Zippleback kept backing away from the boy as he continued to move towards them. They growled at the child to leave them alone from the corner they toke refuge in and he did, after they were back in their cage with the door locked once more.

"_So, did you smell it? The night fury scent?_" The Gronkles kind voice was just loud enough to be heard from her own cell.

"_The child smelt of eel-_"

"_- and very faintly of other vikings,-_"

"_- but he did carry the scent of a night fury hatchling,-_"

"-_as well as the Night Fury." _The Zippleback said taking turns talking between their two heads as their kind like to do.

"_Does that mean-_" the Nadder spoke up before getting cut off.

"_The Night Fury was on this island and didn't free us? Yes it does._" The Nightmare growled bitterly.

"_He's probably just trying to keep the hatchling a secret. Imagine how the Queen would react if she heard of the boy? She might destroy this entire island just to find him and do who knows what._" The Gronkle growled back at the Nightmare. Ending the conversation, the Gronkle doesn't usually get angry but when she does it's best to leave her alone.

(Line)

The Queen sat in her hive full of workers thinking. It wasn't something she would spend much time with, she had to control thousands of dragons every day, always giving countless orders and dealing out punishments to those that disappoint her.

It was hard work, being a monarch, but if she didn't control the dragons and force them into some kind of government who would? No one that's who, and without a proper leader to govern them the dragons would descend into chaos, fighting amongst themselves for dominance. They should have been grateful for what she was sacrificing for them.

The Queen spent every second of every day reinforcing her absolute control over them and still they don't bring enough food back every time. Was it wrong for her to think that after generations of servitude would allow them to do their jobs right?

All she asked of them was to make sure the vikings died but, no the stupid peasants destroyed their ship instead. Not one human died, how many more generations must she wait for the insolence to be bred out?

(Line)

Gobber liked to say he was an extremely experienced man. He fought in many battles, traveled around a bit in his youth and had many hidden talents. That being said he had never in his whole life seen or heard of a dragon behaving like the Zippleback did when Hiccup backed it into its cage.

The beast seemed almost scared and a little confused when it saw the lad, which is impossible as far as anyone knew dragons don't have emotions, or as if it wasn't sure what was happening. Then small, delicate Hiccup made it shrink in fear and cower in the back of the cage before he closed the door and acted like what he did was normal.

Then again when has anything about Hiccup been normal? As baby he developed extremely fast, then once he became a toddler his growth seemed to take on a pace that would make a tortoise seem fast. Then there was his odd obsession with trying to keep as many a live as possible, including the enemy, and that led to some of his unique inventions that were suppose to tie the enemy up, or trap them in a cage or net, sometimes disarm them or knock them out. Gobber couldn't count all the times one of Hiccups' experiments went wrong and demolished a building and Gobber was force to tell Hiccup to give up on it.

Often Hiccups' differences made the other kids pick on him but, perhaps now that his abnormalities seemed to helping him fight dragons, Hiccup may have the chance to have the friends he always craved.

(Line)

Hiccup quickly ran to his house and set to work washing his vest, it smelt absolutely horrible and by the way the Zippleback reacted, it was noticeable. He would have to wait for it to dry before he got to work on his idea, by then Gobber and the others may have passed off what he did in the ring as a fluke and hopefully not question him. It would not be good if someone found out about what he was doing in the woods prematurely, besides it gave him more time to think. After all, after the day he had Hiccup needed to do some serious pondering.

He wasn't sure, he could have imagined it but, before he went to dragon training, when he was feeding Toothless he could have sworn he understood the dragon. It could have been a combination of overactive imagination, body language and sleep deprivation but Hiccup heard words within the Night Fury's snarls.

What could that mean though? Was he going mad? Can he talk to dragons? If he could where did the talent come from? His birth parents? The gods? Was he cursed? There many questions circling around his head, some of them completely random, but he knew most of the answers could come from the mysterious Night Fury hidden in the cove and all he had to do with his possible language skills was ask his friend.

(Line)

Astrid was worried. Hiccup had nearly been eaten by a dragon by two heads and then he isolated himself in his house. Normally she'd chalk it up to him trying to avoid his tormentors and continue with whatever she was doing knowing that if he needed or wanted to talk about something he would find either Gobber or herself but today something was off.

Actually something was off for a few days, Berks' young heir was up to something and Astrid had to find out what. She didn't know what to call it but she had the feeling that whatever the twelve-year old was doing was dangerous. She just hoped she could figure it out before he hurt himself.

**Sorry I had two tests, a quiz, a birthday party, a funeral and prayers to attend to this week other wise this would have been out last week. Thanks again for all the favs/follows/review.**

**Pepsi out.**

**P.S Sorry.**


	10. Chapter 10

Dragon Prince Ch. 10

**I own my imagination not HTTYD if I did dragon nip would be everywhere. **

Hiccup spent another late night secretly creating something that would get him in lots of trouble if he were caught, thankfully Gobber went to bed early again and so the pre-teen didn't have to wait long so he only had to wait for night fall to sneak into the smithy and work on his private project. Once it was night it was all to easy for him to slip from shadow to shadow to avoid the night watchmen that patrol Berk, the darkness had always seemed to put him at higher ground than anything else.

That was another mystery about himself he could never quite figure out but, when it was completely pitch black and nobody else could even see their nose, Hiccup had the uncanny ability to navigate his way around and avoid the bumbling, toe stubbing chaos that plagued him every other moment of his life. With his possible ability to talk to dragons, he couldn't help but wonder if the two skills were related and what they mean.

Right then, though, he was just happy he wasn't caught creating the saddle for Toothless. He could probably be able to make a tail for the dragon that wouldn't require a rider but, he couldn't do that unless he could figure out how to get the current tail to work and that's why there was need for a saddle. Hiccup really didn't want to fall off the dragon again, and to prevent himself from plummeting to his death the boy needed more to hang on to. The Night Furys' smooth scales were not good hand holds.

It wasn't the most complex design, it was just some extra leather scraps sewed together with adjustable straps. It didn't need to be intricate of nice to look at because it's purpose was safety for the rider and comfort for the mount. Even so, the boy was aware he would have to make adjustments to the saddle after seeing it on the dragon, he did after all estimated the measurements.

Of course Hiccup kept it in his mind not to make it look too bad, he doubted Toothless would be happy with wearing an eyesore and having a scrawny kid riding on his back. So he made sure the leather he used were scraps of the same color and were in relatively good shape. The end result was impressive for a nights work using materials from the reject pile. He just hoped Toothless approved.

(Line)

Toothless was insulted when the hatchling first showed up in the cove with the saddle, after all he had seen humans degrade other creatures by forcing them to carry the humans' weight. However, it quickly dawned on the black dragon that the boy wasn't trying to insult him;he was trying to help the Night Fury fly again.

Toothless never thought he would experience such kindness, the child was raised to hate his own kind while believing he was something he wasn't. They should have been enemies and yet, somehow, they had become friends, both of them defying the laws of their social customs.

Still, Toothless thought to himself, the boy would have to catch him first. It was a simple game that the young of nearly every species play, one chases while another evades. Toothless felt almost silly playing such a childish game, he was a full-grown dragon after all but, the hatchling was working so hard to help him, the youth had to play, so why not?

"Hey! Get back here!"

(Line)

"Hi."

The Night Fury stared at the boy who was sitting on a rock, what was he trying to do?

"Hello." What was the point of the greetings? The two had been resting together in the cove after their little impromptu game for an hour, wasn't it a little late for the mannerisms?

"Good day to you." The boy sighed at the unresponsive dragon and shuffled his feet.

"Nice weather we're having." Really? The weather? The green-eyed child managed to get a saddle on him, an `uncontrollable beast` according to the vikings, and he comments about the weather? Why was he figiting so much?

"How's your day going? " The hatchling sighed again after the long pause that followed his question, "You do realize I'm trying to start a conversation right?"

"_Oh, well in that case, my day has been wonderful thanks for asking. How's yours?_" The burnet fell off his rock with wide eyes.

(Line)

After he finished his freak out and calmed down enough to act normal, Hiccup and Toothless started flying around the cove after a few questions had been answered. The boy had moved the straps of the saddle up slightly in order for it to sit more properly on the dragons' back. Toothless had been concerned about how Hiccup would control the fake fin from the boys' position by his head but was quickly reassured that it was possible with the leather rope he brought with him.

The dragon was actually quite surprised at how quickly Hiccup accepted the fact he could talk to dragon after his initial surprise and slight panic attack, then again it was only natural. After all he was a dragon; it must be instinctual. Not that the Night Fury would tell the boy he was not human just yet, he'd give him a few days just encase he wasn't as accepting about speaking to dragons as he seemed, it would be too much to process in too short of time.

Besides he had to focus on flying, one move out of sync with each other and they would be taking an unplanned bath in the water below.

Of course they ended up there anyway.

(Line)

"Toothless?"

The Night Fury looked at his still-damp friend who was resting on the elder dragon's side,"_Yes?_"

"What's your real name? From before we met?"

The dragon was taken aback, "_My name? I didn't have one, but now I suppose it's Toothless._"

"What do you mean you didn't have one? How do dragons identify you if they don't have name to call you?" Hiccup seemed genuinely shocked, how could Toothless not have had a name.

"_We called each other by breed. It may not be as creative as 'Hiccup', but it works._" Toothless said simply.

Hiccup's eyebrows came together in confusion. "But doesn't that get confusing sometimes"

"_It can, but everything can get confusing at times._"

"Doesn't make you sad though? Not having a name? I mean, even if you have nothing else, you can still have a name?" Hiccup looked down at his boots, wonder what his life would be like with a name.

"_Didn't you hear me? I do have a name, it's Toothless._" The two met each others matching green eyes and smiled.

(Line)

Hiccup returned to the cove the next day with a new piece of equipment and idea on how to control his friends prosthetic. The only problem was that Toothless thought they almost completely redundant.

"_So the belt will..._"

"Help keep me on you. Unless you like it when we crash." Hiccup said as he secured the rope to his boot and hoped on Toothless.

"_And your tying the rope to your foot because..._"

"I want to hold on with two hands so I don't fall."

"_What was the point of the belt again?_"

"... Are you going to keep asking questions or fly?"

Toothless chuckled at the hatchlings' antics before launching them smoothly into the air. After a while of flying he realized the child was having an easier time controlling the fin with his leg then with his hand. That encouraged them to go faster. Bad move.

While flying at a nice, gentle pace tying the rope to his foot worked perfectly fine, but at a faster speed the tail-piece wouldn't stay open, and so they ended up crashing into a meadow of tall, light green colored grass.

The grass was warm, soft, sweet-smelling and felt _oh so good_, both Hiccup and Toothless spent the next hour rolling around in it. Later on, they got _insanely _hungry and ended up eating half the fish population in the cove. The survivors of the massacre would only whisper the horrors of that day for a very long time.

(Line)

"I used some of that grass on the Gronkle today in training." Hiccup began, "It made her fall over before she was hurt."

"_That's good Hiccup, I'm sure she appreciated it._" Toothless nuzzled the boy to see if he had any traces of the grass lingering on him.

"I had to focus really hard not to fall over too, but there isn't a plant on Berk that can do anything like that to a viking... Is there something you're not telling me?" Hiccup said moving away from his friend to look him in the eye.

"_I haven't told you many things, mostly because we barely know each other._" the black bodied dragon replied evasively, unable to meet the childs' big emerald eyes.

"Toothless she called me 'Night Fury Hatchling'." Hiccup watched as the dragon's head snapped up. "I can speak to dragons, I like raw fish, I hate eel and I am called a hatchling by dragons. What aren't you telling me?"

"_You are smart._" Toothless sighed, "_I was going to wait until I was sure you'd be able to handle it, but I suppose since it seems like you're already half way to figuring it out, there's no point in waiting now._"

"Don't you dare say, 'Hiccup, I am your father.'" Hiccup didn't think he would be able to handle something so overly dramatic.

"_I won't, because I'm not. You are a night fury though._" Toothless watched as boy fainted. He really needed to work on delivering news better. He was horrible at it, apparently.

(Line)

"So... I'm a dragon?" Hiccup had recovered somewhat from his previous shock enough to start asking questions, even if they were statements.

"_Yes._" Toothless said with a dip of his head "_I don't know why you look human so don't ask, but it could have something to do with night furies going extinct._"

"What!? Why!?" the youth seem alarmed to find out the breed he just found out he was a part of was leaving existence.

"_Many reasons, mostly because it's really hard for us to reproduce. A female is born every two or three years, our race consisted mostly of males. Then there's the greed._" Toothless said calmly, "_If a dragon of another breed kills a night fury they gain a lot of respect and power. That being said, it is extremely hard to kill one of us and so many power-hungry dragons go hunting for newly hatched night furies._"

"That's horrible!" Hiccup gasped. What if he wasn`t an only egg? What if he was an only survivor?

"_Don't think about it Hiccup, those times are over, now scratch my chin._"

"Uhh... Why?"

"_You'll see._"

The result amused Hiccup to no end and it kept him from thinking about the possibility that he may have had unhatched siblings that were slaughtered.

(Line)

As the days went on Toothless continued to teach Hiccup certain quirks that dragons have that would keep him and the other dragons safe in the ring and Hiccup would spend most of his time helping Toothless fly again. Hiccup also learned that what he once thought were ears were actually just a part of Toothless's body, almost like fingers only not really.

The saddles' rigging became more complex as the time passed, Hiccup added stirrups that would control the angle and how open the fin was, the leather rope was secured to the older dragons body during the flight and extra precautions were taken to keep the saddle from sliding too much while in use and keep the cords from tangling.

In the training ring, due to Toothless helping him, Hiccup quickly became the best in the class. He toke down the Nadder and Gronkle single-handed, literally, with no weapon and backed the Terror into its cage with out laying a finger on it. It was obvious to the recruits and villagers that Hiccup would come in first no matter what at that point. Everyone wanted him to answer their questions about his success but, it always blended together in a mess of garbled chatter that no one could figure out.

Astrid became irritated with the pest like vikings that swarmed Hiccup, couldn't they see he wasn't use to so much positive attention? He would always run off into the forest every chance he got to avoid them for gods sake! She barely said anything to him since she snapped at him about the first day with the Nadder and she desperately wanted to apologize.

"Hey there's Hiccup!" Astrid growled as she watched Hiccup stiffen before he was bombarded by rough people way bigger than him. There was no way she'd get chance any time soon. Maybe there were some trees she could kill.

**It turns out people were excited for a high Hiccup. I grazed over that, this chapter was more about bonding than drugs. Also I received a lot of support about the funeral thing, thank you. Thanks also for all the favs/follows/reviews.**

**Pepsi out.**

**P.S I really couldn't resist the quote. It had be there.**
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"_That sounded like a close one Hiccup, we'll have to be more careful._" Toothless scolded as Hiccup led them to 'the perfect place to practice tail positions and such'. Toothless felt like he should doubt that claim, perfection was so hard to achieve.

"Do you really doubt that I know that?" Hiccup snapped, "If someone finds out about you, da da da we're dead."

"_She started to follow you through the woods, if you can't lose her next time, she's going to find out._" Toothless said as they reached their destination lecturing one last time before taking in his surroundings.

They were at an isolated cliff over-looking the ocean on the far side of Berk, and as Hiccup promised it was perfect. The wind that blew up from the sea was just strong enough to enable them to glide a few feet off the ground, their was a sturdy stump to secure them in place and the surrounding trees and other foliage blocked them from prying eyes.

"What if we told her?" Hiccup asked tentatively as he use a measured length of rope to tie the larger dragon to the stump.

"_Why would we tell her? She's one of them, she'll get us busted._" Toothless growled slightly at the thought of the humans coming to attack them.

"You just said she'd find out, so why not let her on our own terms? Besides I trust her." Hiccup gave the rope a good tug to make sure the knot was strong enough. Once satisfied he gave an approving nod to his work.

"_Are you attracted to this female? You do know she is not of your kind, right?_"

"What!? No! Why would I-ew! Bad dragon! What's wrong with you?" Hiccup spluttered and blushed as Toothless chuckled smugly. The young were so easily teased and side tracked. "So, can I tell her?"

Or maybe not.

"_Only if you're absolutely sure it's the right thing to do._" Toothless sighed. "_So are you going to hop on me any time soon or can I take a nap?_"

Hiccup grumbled about impatient salamanders mocking him under his breath, before her clamored onto the saddle. The practice was going quite smoothly for most of it, however, when an unusually strong gust of wind came out of no where it got caught in Toothless's massive wingspan as they were testing a tail position and blew them back.

"_Is anything damaged?_" Toothless groaned, rolling onto his belly, that hurt.

"Uhh..." Hiccup conducted a quick search, "No, surprisingly, unless you count my sore backside."

"_Okay, then lets move on to something else._" Toothless ignored Hiccups' protests about only have six positions marked down and picked him up by the back of his vest and trotted back to the cove, also ignoring the increase amount of complaints coming from the boy.

(Line)

"_You can do this._" Toothless encouraged watching the boy squirm.

"Are you sure?" Hiccup was unsure and looked just as nervous as he felt. He was wringing his hands together and chewing his bottom lip so much Toothless was surprised it hadn't fallen off.

"_Yes. Now, focus and just do what I told you._" Toothless rolled his eyes, Hiccup was acting like he had asked him to jump off a cliff and start flapping his arms to fly.

"W-what if I can't?" Hiccup asked fearfully, with wide eyes.

"_You can. Trust me._" A scaly nose rubbed against a freckled cheek, offering comfort, "_You just need to try._"

"Fine." Hiccup closed his eyes and toke a deep breath to calm his nerves and let his shoulders sag when he let the air out. _Okay Hiccup,_ he thought to himself, _it's go time._

Hiccup toke another deep breath, but this time he also tried to breath out. The human body isn't suppose to intake air and expel something from the mouth at the same time, it simply can't work like that successfully; and so Hiccup felt a strange pressure take over his upper body, like it was struggling with what he wanted it to do and what its' natural impulses were. Then, like what happens when a bubble pops, he tasted something odd before something shot out of his open mouth.

The odd flavor forgotten, Hiccup eyes snapped open and he jumped to his feet. His eyes lit up with excitement when he saw the smoldering patch of burnt grass a few feet away. "I did it. I did it! I can't believe I actually did that!"

Toothless watched as the boy hop from foot to foot with joy as he pointed at the blackened grass, he rolled his eyes at the seemingly endless energy hatchlings had. "_Well, don't just dance there all day. Do it again, the more you practice the easier it gets._"

"Really? Cool!"

(Line)

Toothless had to admit, if he knew teaching Hiccup to shoot a plasma blast would keep him so occupied, he would have done it ages ago. Hiccups' first shot had been around mid-day and the hatchling had been try to create different powered blasts until past sun down. Toothless tried to get him to take aim at something, but the child seem content with experimenting with power levels for the time being.

When the moon was up and lighting the forest in a pale blue glow the older dragon finally managed to convince Hiccup to go to his home. The boy was reluctant, and begged for an extra five minutes of practice which he got, six times.

Eventually, Hiccup did stop asking for more time, but only because he couldn't speak past all his yawns. The trek through the woods was peaceful, and if it wasn't for the cool crisp air, Hiccup could honestly see himself falling asleep on his feet. However he did make it back to his hut in good time despite all the stumbling he id between his many yawns. He opened his front door with plans of going straight upstairs and falling asleep on his bed.

"WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?" Hiccups eyes widened comically huge when he noticed Astrid siting by the fire, eerily similar to the way his father was the night he shot Toothless down, she had been sharpening her ax. "I followed you in the woods today, I wanted to talk to you. But I lost you, so I came back here to wait until you return thinking you'd only be an hour or so, three hours later I was searching the forest trails, the beaches, the farms, every building in town and the caves, another six hours and I was back here waiting for you again. I was starting to think some dragon had carried you off somewhere and you just come back _now?_ Do you have any idea what time it is? Well, what do you have to say for yourself?"

"I-I uh... Lost track o-of," Hiccup tried to stutter out a response but Astrid was so scary when she got worked up.

"You lost track of time?" Astrid, if possible seemed to get even angrier, "What were you doing the was _so_ important that it made you lose time, Hiccup? Was it the same thing that keeps you in the forge all night? Or was it the thing that made so good in dragon training?" Her eyes widened when she saw him flinch ever so slightly, "It was, wasn't it? Are you training with someone? Why didn't you ask me? Tell me!" Hiccup wasn't sure how Astrid could look hurt while still look furious, but she did. He looked away from her, she shouldn't look like that, it wasn't right.

"I want to tell you." The child said in a small voice, he wasn't able to left his eyes off the floor. He didn't think he would have to tell her now, he wasn't ready. What could he say? What if she hated him for what he was doing?

Astrid, sensing his fear, stepped forward and placed her hands gently on his chin and made look her in the eyes, "Hiccup, tell me." she said again, softly enough not to scare him anymore than she already had.

"It'd be better to show you." His voice was no longer as small, but it was still feeble at best.

"When?" Astrid move her hand to his shoulder and dipping slightly to look him straight in the eyes when she noticed she no longer needed to hold his face up.

"Tomorrow." Hiccup really didn't want to give himself to much time to back out.

"Okay. Go to bed, it's to late for either of us to be awake right now." Astrid wasn't going to go home, she was to tired and it was late. After Hiccup disappeared up the stairs she laid down in front of the fire and let its' hypnotic orange glow and warmth coax her into slumber.

(Line)

When Hiccup awoke the next morning tired, that was expected considering his late night but, what he did not expect Astrid to have his morning meal already on the table waiting for him. Astrid, had always been able to cook a decent meal, as long as she didn't use her own recipes otherwise it would be pure tongue torture to eat what she made. She didn't cook often, which depending on the situation was a good thing, she actually tended to avoid 'women's work', as Tuffnut once put it before his sister beat him up. So to see her siting at his table with a perfectly ordinary, common arrangement of food was a pleasant surprise.

"Morning." Astrid said as she began to eat her food. How she managed to get a better rest then Hiccup sleeping on the floor was beyond him, but the blonde look a lot better than he felt. Hiccup mumbled something close to a proper greeting, before he let a huge yawn occupy his mouth for the time being as he sat down across from her.

Astrid stopped eating and rested her chin on her hand and watched the young boy try to rub the sleep out of his eyes with his fist, "Sleepy?"

"Mmhmm." Hiccup nodded and began the task of putting the required sustenance into his body.

"Well, that's what you get for staying out so late." Astrid sang before she resumed consuming her meal, missing the relieved look Hiccup gave her when he realized her anger had calmed enough for her to tease him. He didn't speak though, neither did after that, they were both lost in thought about the previous night.

The meal passed at a lazy pace with a sort of awkward tension that only comes after fight in the between stages of anger and forgiveness. The only sounds to break the silence were the scraping of utensil against plate, the chewing of food and the occasional yawn, any outside noise was too subdued to penetrate the stillness of the Chiefs' hut. The after meal clean up was just as quiet, the two youths had shared many meals together over the years and, while their parents were away, they had developed a system that equally divided the work. One work gather the dirty dishes while the other put away the leftover food, one would wash the dishes while the other cleaned and put away. It was so systematic for them that even if they reversed their roles their synchronization would not falter.

Finally Astrid broke their silence, "So, are you going to show me what you couldn't tell me?"

"Yeah, but leave your weapon here." Astrid had picked up her axe from where it was leaning against the wall and gave the burnet a curious glance. "Please, it's not like you'll need it and your deadly enough without your axe so what's the point?"

Astrid scoffed and rolled her eyes as she leaned it back up against the wall and let Hiccup lead her to whatever he wanted to show her. Of course she didn't need it, that didn't mean she would just leave lying around, it was her most prized possession. Hiccup himself gave it to her for her eleventh birthday after her previous one broke irreparably from overuse. She had asked him where he got it, worried only slightly that Stoick had first gifted it to Hiccup before the boy gave it to her, and he replied, shyly, that he had made it for her and told her that it was so plain in design because it was the first thing he crafted all by himself. It hadn't been out of her sight much since then and she toke very good care of it.

Astrid blinked suddenly when she realize Hiccup had led he off the trails and into the wilder part of the woods, "Where are taking me?"

"You'll see."

Hiccup led further into the forest until they came upon the stone entrance of a cove she never knew existed before. The scenery around it gave an odd natural illusion that made it nearly impossible to spot unless you knew what you were looking for.

"Incredible." Astrid breathed as she toke in the tranquil beauty of the hidden paradise, "I can see why you spend so much time here."

"It's not so much the view I come for, as to who's inside here." Hiccup said leading her into the cove.

"Who?" Astrid raised a dark eyebrow.

"Yes, who. I'll call him in a moment, but first you have to promise you'll stay calm and not attack."

Toothless knew the hatchling brought the female before they even stepped into the cove, he could smell them in the wind. He had decided to hide and at the right moment give the human a little... personality test.

He waited until the blonde viking made the promise before he pounced. The female reacted impressively, knocking Hiccup down with a gasp when she saw the Night Fury and hiding him quickly behind a boulder while snatching up a decent sized rock and taking a defensive position in front of Hiccup.

"RUN HICCUP!" Astrid shouted at the boy.

"No! Astrid you promised!" Hiccup jumped up and tried to get between the two or at least snatch the rock away but the blonde just kept him safely sheltered behind her. Well, as safe as one could get when there was a snarling dragon in the area.

"I promised not to get offensive, this is defensive." As soon as the words left her mouth all forms of regression seem to leave the dragon, leaving it looking cute and almost harmless.

"_Ooh! I like her!_" Toothless cooed, "_Can we keep her?_"

"Hiccup, what's going on?" Astrid asked the boy who seemed to have been relieved at the sounds the dragon was making.

"Uuh... Astrid this is Toothless, Toothless this is Astrid." Hiccup made the most awkward introduction in viking history to the two being he was closest to.

"Toothless has teeth." Astrid stated numbly.

The black dragon gave her a gummy smile, "_Are you sure?_"

"What's going on?" Astrid finally registered that Hiccup didn't answer he earlier question.

Hiccup sighed, Astrid was in shock, "You might want to sit down it's a long story." Hiccup really didn't think it was fair of him to tell her everything while she was in shock, but it was the only way he could tell everything without her freaking out halfway through and so he led her to rock big enough for both of them to sit on and started talking.

It toke most of the morning for him to explain as carefully as he could the events that led them to the situation they were in now and the whole time Astrid seemed slightly dazed and so he refrained from going into details. When he came to the subject of his heritage he was particularly careful with his words, he weighed each option and got some advice from Toothless before he said each sentence. After asking her if she wanted it, Hiccup even gave her proof of him being a dragon by shooting a small blast at the ground.

After all that was needed to be said was said, Hiccup cleared his throat to get Astrids' attention and asked her if she was okay. Even though she looked like she was ready to faint the blue-eyed girl nodded.

"_Maybe you should take her back to the village, I think we broke her._"

"She just needs rest Toothless, she'll be fine. I hope."

(Line)

Once Hiccup finally got Astrid back to the Hofferson home and into her bed, Hiccup was completely worried. The whole way back Astrid had this dreamy look and she just kept giggling randomly, maybe she was broken. Hopefully sleep would help her.

Astrid giggled again as Hiccup was leaving her room, "What's so funny, Astrid?" finally giving into the curiosity that had been eating at him.

"Toothless has teeth."

**So, this chapter showed Astrids' slight bipolar tendencies. Also I spent time to touch up some of my chapters. Sad news that happened in my area, it shocked everyone, one of my buds' grandma walked outside while her husband was out working and froze to death early in the morning, they said her medication confused her. He had to go to her funeral the last day before the break. I think he went dressed in our house colors, green, white and purple, because it was on the same day as our school compete in different events to see which house is the annual 'Fun Day Champions'. He's really dedicated. Enough sadness, it's a new year (something I slept through cause I forgot) and that means we've got to get used to writing 2014 (that'll take only ten months) and start counting down the days until June arrives. Thanks for all the favs,follows and reviews. **

**Pepsi out.**


	12. Chapter 12

Dragon Prince Ch.12

**I own my imagination not HTTYD, if I did Toothless would get subtitles.**

The boat looked like it went through tree wars before someone lit it on fire as it landed in Berk's dock. The downcast vikings disembarked the overcrowded boat as the other villagers arrived to cheerfully greet them and help with the unloading.

The newly arrived vikings didn't see a reason as to why their fellow tribesmen and women had such a positive attitude, they had just come back from another failed expedition to locate the dragons' nest! As soon as they had gotten to Helheims Gate they had been ambushed, it was like the devil knew they where coming. The vikings tried to fight them off the best they could without having proper visibility, the fog around the Nest was far to dense to make a clear shot through, it wasn't long before they were down to one barely working boat.

Neither side suffered any causalities, which was both good and bad, it was good because no one would have to attend a funeral, it was bad because the vikings had to pack together on the one boat they had with a limited amount of supplies and the amount of living dragons had stayed the same. On top of that they had spent the greater portion of the search trying to keep the ship afloat and make it home, it was pathetic how much time they actually spent searching for the Nest.

So why was everyone in such high spirits?

(Line)

Hiccup was surprised when Astrid woke him up just after sunrise to 'make sure yesterday actually happened' and make sure she wasn't 'as delusional as Gobber after too much ale'. He really should have expected her, when was just starting to drift off the previous night he remembered that he forgot to return her axe after he... damaged her temporarily.

She seemed to have recovered nicely, her reaction must have been partly due to the lack of sleep they both got. Putting her to sleep for a full day was the right thing to do, Hiccup was right, Astrid just needed rest and time to think. He had given her both and she was , more or less, back to her usual self.

The only problem was that her usual self tends to be overprotective and assertive.

Astrid watched Hiccup push his breakfast around his plate nervously, he couldn't eat while she was staring at him like that. "Hiccup, finish your food, we're going to be out all day."

The twelve-year old choked on his meal, "We're?"

Astrid rolled her eyes, "Yes, we're. Do you think I'll just let you wonder around with a dragon all day without supervision? You'll end up falling off some random cliff."

"Dragons have wings. They use them to fly, I'm sure he'll catch me before I get hurt." The boy said mimicking her eye roll, he just ate the last bite of his food.

"The dragon that can't fly." The blonde deadpanned, "He'll splatter with you."

"I've never been hurt around Toothless before." Hiccup argued, choosing not to let his mind create an image to go with what the older child just said. He didn't want to see the food he just ate twice in one day.

"It's only a matter of time. You are very clumsy and when you get hurt I will be their to yell at you and patch you up." Astrid said taking his plate away and cleaning up.

"Your confidence in me is astounding." Hiccup grumbled as he got into their routine too.

"I know."

(Line)

"I know." The boy growled.

"No, Hiccup I don't think you do." Astrid said as she tried to hide her laughter. It was really amusing, he was just so frustrated.

"_It's not that hard. You can do just about everything else, why not this?_" Toothless asked. He wasn't as amused as the blonde viking, he was trying to figure out why Hiccup was having problems with _this_ of all things. That didn't mean he wasn't laughing, he'd rumble out a chuckle every now and then.

"I know." Another growl, he was getting good at those.

"Maybe, that's the problem, you're over thinking this." Astrid watched Hiccup fail again, "Let you're instincts take over."

The black dragon gasped, "_She's probably right. Stop thinking!_"

"Oh yeah, that'll work. How am I going to do that?" Hiccup dropped the growl in favor of some sarcasm, something he should be king of.

"_Well, just think to yoursel-_" The older dragon began before he was cut off.

"That's still thinking." Hiccup was back to growling after another failed attempt. At least it was better than the last try.

Astrid giggled again, something about watching Hiccup respond so angrily to a bunch of warbles the dragon produce was hysterical. Plus, seeing him growl was comparable to a feisty little kitten. The whole situation was making her laugh too much, her side were hurting and she was pretty sure she started crying.

"What are you laughing at?" Oh gods, they were looking at her with the same puzzled expression. Why would the gods allow that? This could be considered torture.

"I can't- it's too much! Ow, it hurts!" Later on she would deny it violently but, Astrid fell off the rock she had been perched on and was clutching her stomach in the dirt. Honestly, how couldn't Hiccup hit the target painted on the rock? It was huge! Night Furies _never_ miss! It was just too funny.

Toothless and Hiccup watched the girl thrash around on the ground laughing like a maniac, "_I told you we broke her yesterday._" Toothless chuckled.

Her face was blood-red, with tear streaks, and had a huge smile on it. Hiccup glared at both of them, "Shut up, bud."

"Okay, okay I think I'm good." Astrid finally huffed out, "Why don't we try something else?"

"Umm, we were going to officially test out Toothless's tail today" Hiccup said after a moment of thought and watched as Astrid picked her self off the ground and wiped her eyes.

Astrid patted the dirt off her clothes, "Sounds fun, let's do that."

Hiccup stiffened. Flying for real with Toothless _and_ Astrid? "Like together?"

Astrid shrugged and causally said, "Yeah."

Maybe he heard her wrong. "You want to fly with us?"

"Yeah."

"In the sky?" Did she honestly think he would let her come? What if she fell off? At least Hiccup had his riding vest.

"Isn't that the only place to fly?" Astrid said, her face could only be described as 'duh'.

"Well, yeah, but you see I was kinda hoping you'd stay here for the flight... If something goes wrong, it would be best if you weren't there."

"What do you mean?"

"If I get caught with Toothless it would be better if you weren't there. Then at least you could try to convince the others not to kill me or Toothless."

"Fine."

She looked unimpressed and Toothless wasn't much help, he was just watching with an unhelpful smile. The jerk. "You can come next time."

"Next time you wont have choice." Hiccup gulped at the tone she used.

(Line)

Hiccup was very pleased that he managed to talk Astrid out of going flying with him and Toothless. If she knew that they were plummeting uncontrollably to their deaths, she would never let Hiccup go flying again. She would tell him exactly what he did wrong then smack him for it. Not that he needed her to tell him, he already knew.

The flight was going perfectly until they started crashing into sea stacks, then Toothless yelled at him to stop thinking. Then Hiccup had the oh so bright idea to fly insanely high, it was amazing, he never felt so alive. The way the wind brushed against his skin made him feel, for lack of a better word, euphoric. Well, that was until that same exact wind mad his cheat sheet fly out of its clip, one thing lead to another and Hiccups safety vest unhooked from the saddle and that's how they ended up in their predicament.

For a few terrifying moments neither dragon is sure they'll be able to walk away alive, then after a few failures Hiccup manages to pull himself back on to Toothless with his cheat sheet secured between his teeth. The boy clicked the foot peddles to a position that would slow their descent by a couple of seconds, not that it mattered much they were going to head in to the maze of sea stacks and fog in front of them no matter what. Hiccup use them to try to study the sheet that was flapping uselessly in the high winds.

"_Hiccup! Just lose the damn cheat sheet!_" Toothless roared. The older dragon could feel the hatchling trying to over think their options.

Surprisingly, Hiccup actually does what Toothless wanted, the sheet flew off never to been seen again. The next thing that happened to them, is something they could never recall clearly, it was a blur of fear, trust and instinct for both.

When they were about to, as Astrid put it, 'splatter' on the first stack Hiccup moved his foot just as Toothless angled his body and they dodge their death. It was a thoughtless act that saved them multiple times as the weaved around to avoid the stacks. Toothless wasn't positive but, he thought they were upside down at one point.

When they were out of the danger zone, Toothless shot a celebratory plasma blast. It blew up and formed a small wall of fire that they were flying straight into. On reflex, Hiccup brought his hands up to shield his face from the flames, only he didn't feel the heat as intensely as he should have, the fire was actually avoiding his body, like it was repelled. Before he could understand what just happened, they passed through the fire and he passed it off as an adrenaline caused hallucination.

Hiccup took a deep breath to calm his nerves and said, "You and Astrid were right, I do think too much."

"_Maybe now you can actually hit the target._" Toothless teased as they headed towards the cove and Astrid.

(Line)

"So you just magically learned to listen to your instinct while out on your flight?" She looked unconvinced. They were so busted.

"Heh, yeah. Funny how that works, right?" Hiccup chuckled nervously rubbing the back of his neck. They had arrived back at the cove and Hiccup was immediately ordered to hit the target rock. He blew it up on the first try. Astrid, of course, was curious as to how he got so much better and started an interrogation.

Toothless rolled his eyes at the younger night furies awkwardness, "_Smooth._"

"You almost died didn't you?" sighed Astrid.

"Pretty much."

"Well then," Astrid began, "Seeing that you have flying, growling, and blowing things up down; how 'bout we help you learn some other dragon-y stuff." Astrid started to sharpen her axe with a stone.

Hiccup cocked his head to the side."Like what?"

The girl swiped the rock against the blade, "I want to see you transform into a dragon."

Both dragons snapped their heads in her direction, Hiccups' eyes widened "What!?"

"I just want to see if you can do it." Another swipe, "At least then if you can shape shift only insane idiots would try to hurt you."

"I, uh, don't know if that's possible. Do you?" Hiccup turned to his best friend, who was rolling around in the grass.

Toothless shot him an upside down look, "_Does it look like I know anything about shape shifting?_"

Hiccup turned back to the blue-eyed girl, "So obviously he doesn't know,"

"_Duh._"

Hiccup continued as if Toothless hadn't spoken, "Do you have any suggestions?"

"Actually," Astrid put the rock and her stone down, "I do. What if you picture your body changing? If focus really hard on transforming you could just start shifting. Kinda like how you said you learned how to breathe fire. It should work, right?"

Toothless seemed to think what she said over for a moment, "_She's either smart and just thought of that or she spent the whole time we were out flying trying to think of a way for you to sprout wings and a tail._"

"So, could it work?" Hiccup asked.

The black dragon shrugged, "_It's worth a shot._"

"So, are you going to try my idea or what?" Hiccup blinked before remembering Astrid only heard half of the conversation.

"Yeah." Hiccup sat on the ground, like the day before when he learned to shoot fire out of his mouth, and took calming breaths.

"_Take it easy, don't rush._" Hiccup nodded and focus on his hand. He imagined it growing claws and gaining black leathery skin. He repeated the images in his mind over and over until he lost track of time with no results.

"Maybe, you can't." Astrid said but Hiccup didn't hear her, he was too far off in his own world.

Long, sharp, black claws replacing clear, rounded nails. Leathery, black and scales instead of peachy, smooth and freckles. Paws, not hands. Long, sharp, black claws replacing clear, rounded nails. Leathery, black and scales instead of peachy, smooth and freckles. Paws, not hands. His mind was set to only those thoughts so firmly he almost missed it when his fingers twitched.

Almost.

It was the only warning he got before the pain came. It was nothing like he ever felt before, it was intense and he only felt it in his hand. It began to twitch and jerk on its own accord, the joints popping in and out-of-place rapidly. The sound of each pop was sickening.

He couldn't help it, he tried to hold it in but he couldn't. Hiccup curled into a ball and screamed. It was loud and filled with pain. He was dimly aware of something pressed against his mouth, stifling the horrible sounds coming out of his mouth but, he couldn't do much other then feel the pain and scream.

Hiccups' other hand reached up and griped his wrist, as if his could stop the pain by strangling his hand. The bones in his hands began to move apart from each other, stretching muscle and skin beyond what was natural. Each finger nail felt like someone was slowly pulling and twisting them out of each digit.

Hiccup began to gag and whatever had been pressed against his mouth moved just in time for him to expel the vomit from his stomach on the grass. The vile scent that drifted up from the puddle didn't ease his pain, it violated his nose as the pain in his hand violated his nerves.

Hiccup continued to scream, this time his raw voice carried words, "MAKE IT STOP! PLEASE MAKE IT STOP!" His begging was cut off when whatever muzzled him before returned. That didn't stop his pleads, his thoughts became a mantra of _Stop. Hurts. Stop. Hurts. Stop. Stop. STOP!_

It did. Not a once, first the popping stopped, then the moving of bone and then the stretching of tissue. The white-hot pain subsided to an intense throbbing but the twitching stayed. His nails ached and felt out of place. Hiccups' pained screeches faded slowly into whimpers.

Once he was able to think properly, Hiccup became aware that he was crying and at some point, he couldn't remember, closed his eyes. He felt fingers combing through his hair and a soft feminine voice humming shakily. Strong, slim arms were around him and holding him tightly to a warm body.

Hiccup opened his eyes to see that at one point Astrid had pulled him into her lap, her skirt so the spikes wouldn't hurt him. She held his face tightly to her chest like she was expecting him to scream again. He moved his head to see more, he saw a tail wrapped around both of them, his puddle of puke a few feet away and he also saw that Toothless was cuddling both of them, his big green eyes looked terrified.

Astrid pulled Hiccups' wet face back into her shirt and nuzzled his sweaty hair, taking a shaky breath she started to rock him back and forth as his hand continued to twitch and throb.

Hiccup stole a quick, watery glance at his hand and gasped. Each of his five nails had become five thick, sharp, black claws. All the pain he went through had just been for something as small as his nails. He had expected a paw and yet, the only difference was so miniscule compared to the pain he experienced. Was it even worth it to try again? Would the pain kill him if he tried to go through a complete change?

"Hiccup, I'm so sorry." Astrid whispered. Then because she wasn't sure what else to do she cried with him.

**Okay, for this last part I was kind of in my comfort zone. My teachers laugh because I have a habit of killing people painfully or in a dark fashion in nearly all my stories, don't ask why I just do. This is the most child friendly story I have actually written half well. Anyway, some people asked me to write about his transformations and I spit this out. I did warn you guys it would be painful. I feel like I should almost bump up the rating. Meh. **

**Thanks for all the favs/follows/reviews.**

**Pepsi out.**


	13. Chapter 13

Dragon Prince Ch.13

**I own my imagination, not HTTYD if I did the twins wouldn't act so stupid the entire movie.**

Guilt. It wasn't something she experienced often, she rarely did anything without a reason to justify the action but, for the first time ever, her reason seemed inadequate. Astrid didn't like that. She was a warrior and guilt was a weakness, one that would end her life if she wasn't careful. She spent her whole life trying to get rid of her weaknesses, she had to if she wanted to become the greatest fight the world would ever see. There was only one weakness she had left and she couldn't get rid of it. She promised herself she wouldn't, never in a million years.

Someone told her when she was very young that a weakness could become a great strength. The weakness had to be a specific kind, the kind you could never get rid of because it helps make up who you are. To get rid of the weakness would be to go against yourself, it just didn't work out well. It had to make you want to fight for all the right reasons and live to find more, it had to influence your loyalties and be the source of your values. All the great heroes had one, and so did Astrid.

Of course, their weaknesses were weren't small, auburn haired dragon boys.

Astrid looked down at the boy still in her lap, he had finally fallen asleep, exhausted after an hour of pain and crying. She ran her fingers through his hair and noted the small whines he had been making in his sleep had stopped. That was good, the pain in his hand must have faded enough for him to rest properly.

Hiccup shifted closer to Astrid and murmured something against her shirt. His hand drifted down and rested on Toothless's tail that was still curled around them, even while the adult dragon slept, and Astrid was given a full view of the claws on his hand. They were turning a greyish color, which she guessed meant they were slowly turning back into regular finger nails.

The sight of those five small claws brought the harshness of their reality down upon her, if someone were to catch the two with Toothless, they could be banished for treason and Toothless killed. That would only happen if they were able to keep Hiccup being a night fury a secret. Astrid wasn't sure what would be worse Hiccup getting killed for being a dragon or Hiccup having to face the horrors of Outcast Island if they were banished. There were reasons the adults didn't banish the young, and they were very good reasons indeed.

He was so small, and even with his dragon fire, Astrid couldn't help but see him as easy pickings for the Outcasts. He was only half a year younger than her and even when he was in her lap she could rest her chin on his head comfortably. He wouldn't last there, neither of them would.

Maybe, if they told people about dragons being not so bad after all, the village wouldn't banish them. Hiccup could pretend to be human and they could pass Toothless off as his new exotic pet. Then the war would end and all the vikings and dragons would break out into a huge musical number and sing about living in perfect harmony together forever. Everyone would convulse and twitch and call the full body fits dancing. There would be lots of hugs and smiles and everyone would live happily ever after.

_Yeah right. _Astrid groaned, she knew exactly what Hiccup would say if he was able to follow her thought path, _I thought you stopped eating wild mushrooms? _

Astrid scoffed as she slid her fingers through his hair again, she found an odd comfort in playing with the thick mop of hair. The light friction between her own fingers and his soft strands was soothing, she liked the way his hair tickled the tips of fingers when she swirled them against his scalp a certain way and she almost started to giggle when she heard Hiccup start to purr, like a cat. She could recall Toothless doing the same thing when Hiccup gave him a quick scratch and made a mental note to be careful when she ruffled his hair in public, purring could get them some unwanted.

Astrid tried to retract her fingers from his hair, but every time she moved her hand away he would push his head firmly against hand. Finally, she gave up and continued to pet Hiccups' hair, not that she minded, Astrid could feel the ball of stress that had formed earlier that day melt when Hiccup continued to purr softly as he snuggled closer to her. If all young dragons were as cuddly as him, Astrid wanted to gather as many a she could (including Hiccup) and have a cuddle fest.

Wait, what?

It amazed her sometimes, the thoughts that came into her mind when she was around Hiccup. He made her feel like she didn't need to act tough all the time, he was so out of the ordinary it made her want to be her self instead of the tough viking she spent her entire life striving to be. Of course many people would say she achieved her goal, Astrid wasn't that sure. All it toke was Hiccup asking her to play a game with him and she was off acting like a five-year old, her tough vikingness forgotten.

It was completely immature and irresponsible of her to ignore her duties and chores to go frolic in the woods, she usually got in trouble for it but, Hiccup was worth it. He was her one weakness.

(Line)

Hiccup had been having the best nap in his young life, he was dreaming it was raining fish of all things, when Astrid woke him and Toothless up and told them it was time to head back to village. Hiccup had let his complaints about being woken up known and the larger dragon seemed to be relived that the boy was like himself, his resilience was always so shocking to Toothless.

"Hiccup, get up we have to get back to the village." Astrid said lightly shaking the young dragon.

Hiccup merely curled up in an even tighter ball, "Nooo..."

Astrid sighed, he wasn't going to wake up, "Hey, you. Yes you, the dragon just sitting there being completely unhelpful, do you mind giving me a hand?" The dragon had been sitting by Hiccup and purring since he realized the other night fury would be fine.

Toothless cocked his head to the side, "_Why would I do that when you're doing such a splendid job?_"

Even if Astrid couldn't understand the dragon, she was pretty sure he was mocking her. "Just help me get him on my back so we can leave before Berk sends out a search party to look for us, okay?"

"_Fine._" Toothless rolled his eyes, stretched and then picked Hiccup up by the scruff of his vest and placed him on Astrids' waiting back, "_He should make a saddle for you. He could fall off you. _"

Astrid gave Toothless a look and she adjusted Hiccup on her back, "I may not be able to understand you, but I know when I'm being mocked." Astrid left the cover listening to what she would later swear was a dragons laughter.

The walk to the village wasn't as annoying as she thought it would be, Hiccup didn't weigh more than ninety pounds dripping wet and his body heat was keeping the cool night air from bothering her. The night was clear, the moon was bright and she didn't get the creepy someone-is-watching-you-because-you're-alone-in-the-woods-at-night feeling.

When she got to the village Astrid checked Hiccups' nails and was happy to see they were more or less back to their normal appearance, the sharp-ish point to them was hardly noticeable. Satisfied that they wouldn't draw too much attention Astrid walked into the village with the intention of tucking Hiccup in to sleep in his bed.

"Hey, Astrid!" The blonde groaned as she watched Snotlout jog up to her.

"What do you want, Snotlout? I'm kinda busy." Astrid shifted Hiccup higher up on her back when she noticed he was slowly sliding from his perch.

Snotlout either didn't see or care that Astrid was carrying a sleeping Hiccup and stepped closer to her, "Nothing I just wanted to see the starlight reflect off your eyes. It's just as beautiful as I imagined."

"I hope that's the only thing you imagined,-"

"Oh, trust me, it's not."

"-because I'd rather not be shipped off this rock for murdering you."

Snotlout cowered under the glare Astrid sent him, "N-never mind!" Astrid chuckled as she watched the raven haired boy scurry away, like she'd do something so violent with a sleeping child so close by.

Other then the odd viking on night patrol the rest of her walk to the Haddock house was rather uneventful. Hiccup stirred slightly only when Astrid stubbed her toe on a rock she didn't see hidden in the shadows, she had let out some very unladylike words and stumbled around until the pain faded. She was still cursing the offending stone under her breath when the door the house opened up in front of her to revile Stoick the Vast looming over her with a stony expression.

"Uh, hi." Astrid would never tell anyone, but when the chief towered over her like that she felt rather small and delicate, "I was just bringing Hiccup home. He fell asleep after... we spent all day playing in the woods."

"Celebrating his success in the Ring, eh?" Stoicks' gruff voice held a hint of something hidden and that made Astrid a little nervous.

"Yeah, uh, I figured that with how hard he's been working nobody would mind if we spent the day having fun." Astrid paused, "As a reward."

The bearded man swelled with pride, "I was planning on giving him a reward myself, one more win ink the Ring and he would get to kill that dragon. Who would have thought it?"

"No one, and that's why everyone is so excited." Astrid hitched Hiccup up on her back again, he had started to droop in her hold.

"Oh, here let me take him." Stoick reached out his hands and plucked Hiccup gently from Astrids' back, "You must getting home Missy, it's getting late."

"Yes, sir." Astrid bid her chief a good night and walked to her own home, praying the whole time that Hiccup would not win in training the next day.

(Line)

Hiccup was dimly aware that he wasn't on Astrids' back anymore, he was so tired after the claw incident he really couldn't care less- CLAWS! Hiccup jumped and toppled out of the arms carrying him and on to the hard wooden floor.

Glancing quickly at his hand he was happy to see it had almost completely rejoined Normality Island, he looked up to see his fathers' amused expression. "Hey, Dad."

Stoick bent down and set his boy on his feet, "Hello, son. I was actually hoping to talk to you."

Hiccup glanced up, "Uh, you were?"

Stoick had a strange joyful expression that screamed 'maniac' on his face. "Yes, with you doing so well in the Ring we can finally bond over something. Just wait until you spill a Nadders' guts for the first time and mount your first Gronkle head on a spear!"

Hiccup paled visibly, the idea of killing a dragon terrified him, it would be like killing one of the villagers to him.

Stoick continued on, oblivious to his adopted sons' distress, "Oh, before I forget, I brought you something." Stoick reached behind him and pulled something out from gods only know where and gave it to Hiccup. It was an horned helmet about two sizes to big for Hiccup, "To keep my son safe in the Ring."

Hiccups' previous disgust was forgotten in favor of the loving gesture his caregiver was presenting him with, "Wow, Dad, thank you."

"Ah, your mother would have wanted you to have it." Stoick watch the boy caress the helmet gently with his hand, "It's half of her breast-plate." Hiccups' hand leaves the hat as if it burned him, " Matching set. Keeps her close y'know?"

Although the thought of matching father and son armor is touching, Hiccup can't help but notice the size and shape difference between the two-horned helmets. The fact that they were his mothers' breast made him wonder where his father misplaced his sanity.

Searching for a quick escape before things could get even more awkward for him Hiccup let out a huge yawn he had been holding back, "Well, I should really get to bed."

"Yes, you have a big day tomorrow." The big chief nudged his small child towards the stairs.

Hiccup ran up the stairs as quickly as he could without seeming rude, "Thanks for the- uh... breast hat. Night." As soon as he was out of sight, Hiccup bolted to his wooden bed and flung himself on it.

His first dragon training session in front of Stoick, one that he would no doubt try everything in his power to fail, taking Astrid on her first flight and pretending the whole time that the thought of killing dragons didn't make him nauseous. A big day indeed. Hiccup groaned and tried to find the sleep he was enjoying earlier, knowing his luck he would need all the rest he could get.

**Uhg, sorry I had exams, a new semester and writers block which I got rid of by watching the movie a few times. I couldn't decide how this chapter should go, until I chose to give Astrid some attention. Also I was not aware of how many people liked the pain Hiccup went through, how pleasantly sadistic. Anyway to answer a question, yes Hiccup could eventually get use to the pain his body could build up a high pain tolerance, he would still be able to feel it, but it wouldn't bother him as much.**

**Pepsi out.**


	14. Chapter 14

Dragon Prince Ch. 14

**I own my imagination not HTTYD, if I did the twins would be like the Weasley twins.**

Hiccup couldn't win the match. That as the simplest solution he could come up with, of course it would only give him a tiny bit more time, a quick fix, to come up with a more permanent solution. It was the Gronkle they were facing, she as kind and sweet, the purr kids could take hr down easily and he knew she would try he best to avoid dealing and receiving injuries. All Hiccup had to do was stay behind the barriers Gobber had "set up" (he told the recruits to do it as part of their training, in the middle of the night) and pretend to be waiting for a chance to strike and let another kid claim the right to face off against the Nightmare in their final exam. Then he had to somehow find a way to stop the final exam from happening. Easy as yak pie.

Not.

If he let the other recruits handle the Gronkle then there was a chance the poor female would get injured, even if the others were hopeless children they were still Vikings and while most Vikings lack the proper brain power function normally they make up for in pure brawn. Also the smart ones, like Hiccup's father, would find it strange that the star pupil of the class as hiding and letting his fellow rookies do all the work.

That wouldn't work out well, even if he was know. To be clumsy, Hiccup was also known to be a hard worker. If he could talk to Gobber before hand, and maybe hint at not feeling well for the man to offer an excuse to sit the training exercise out, Hiccup could let someone else impress the villi age enough to forget about his "talents".

No, that wouldn't work either, the day was too important, they would probably move the event to a later date so that all the recruits had a fair chance. Not that it would be fair anyway, Hiccup was a freaking _Night Fury_! The other recruits were at such a disadvantage it was comical. Hiccup could think up only one option, he would use his reputation, not as a dragon fight protégé but, as a clumsy awkward child and trip over a flat surface and sprain his ankle. He wouldn't be able to continue with an injury and if he planned his fall correctly he could trigger the release lever and free the rest of the caged dragons. Hiccup the walking disaster strikes again.

Hiccup groaned and let his head hit the table beside his breakfast, even in his mind his plan seemed far fetched, weren't they suppose to sound better in his mind? How would it sound if he told someone his plan? Even at his worst, Hiccup was proud to say he never tripped over nothing; there was always something that appeared out of nowhere to trip him like magic. Magic in the form of blond twins in matching helmets.

"I made your favourite, why aren't you eating? Is my cooking really that bad?" Hiccup looked up and saw that his father had somehow sneaked up on him. Hiccup didn't bother putting in any effort in to trying to figure out how a man with such heavy steps could sneak up on him, Vikings tended to smash through any kind of logic that wasn't their own. Even if Stoick was known to break boulders (and floorboards) when he stepped on them.

"Er, no Dad, it's really good. I'm just..." He trailed off not knowing what to say that wasn't a lie or the truth.

Stoick seemed to know what Hiccup could say, "Nervous?"

"Yeah." It wasn't a complete lie, he was nervous, frustrated, worried, nauseous, confused and just a tiny bit scared.

The chief gave his son an understanding look, "When I was in your position I was anxious too."

"Really?" Hiccup was flummoxed. Stoick the Vast was, at one point in time, nervous? That just didn't sound right.

"Yes, aside from the final exam, this is the most important day in dragon training, until now you were just practicing. Now all that you have learned will be evaluated in how you use it today and based off today's performance, the elder will decide who gets to fight the Nightmare." Stoick shifted so he was siting across from his adopted son.

"If today only counts why was the elder at some of our training sessions?"

"To make sure whoever wins wasn't by fluke. It has happened before, a long time ago, before even I was born. It was quite entertaining from what the stories say."

"Did the trainee... Uh, you know?" Hiccup grimaced, he had heard the horror stories from previous years when the dragons were particularly vicious. From what he had heard the group of dragons he had been training with were unusually docile.

"No, he lived but, he wasn't much fun to look at after. His face was completely covered in wounds." Stoick tapped his breast helmet, "The fool forgot to protect his head."

"What happened to him after he healed?"

"Decided to go traveling, he said that life was too short to just stay on the same island his whole life. As soon as he could he toke a boat and left for a life of adventure, he wore a sack with two eye-holes on his head to spare people the sight of his deformed face. They all kept losing their meals just by glancing at him, and we're Vikings so that doesn't happen, he created a whole new kind of ugly."

"Wait, that sounds familiar. Isn't there bedtime stories of a guy who wore a sack on his head? The Leagends of Sackface or something?"

"Yes, you're correct, The Tales of Sackface. Some of those stories actually happened, Sackface did manage to find a fair bit of excitement and they turned into bedtime stories for Viking children. Most are made up, after he died on an adventure people just kept telling stories of his adventures, even if they didn't actually happen."

"So, basically, what you're telling me is that my childhood was a lie? Nice?"

Stoick let out a rumbling chuckle, "Aye, but at least you finished your food, didn't ya lad?" Hiccup looked down to see his plate clean of food.

"You distracted me so I would eat without even realizing it." Stoick let out another chuckle, his Hiccup still had a lot to learn about the way parents get their children to do what they want.

"My father did the same thing to me when I was in your boots, son. I figured you'd like the same help."

"How is it possible? I can't even remember what the fish tasted like. That's one freaky mind trick, Dad. I really should try I on Snotlout and the twins, imagine what we could get them to do." Hiccup was already plotting a few plans that were bound to get a giggle out of Astrid.

"Yes, yes son, you can plan god mind tick warfare game later. I think Astrid wanted to speak to you before today's events. You better get goin', lad."

"Really I wonder what she has to say." Hiccup would bet a hundred sheep that it involved an over grown lizard or two.

"No worries, son, it's not like she's jealous you did better than her in dragon training. If anything she's proud of you. After all, she acts like an over protective mother half the time. I expected her to kill me after coming back after that last expedition for outing you in dragon training in the first place."

"Astrid wouldn't kill you, Dad, she thinks I'm still too young to take over as chief." Hiccup joked as he got up to look for his friend.

Stoick chuckled and tossed Hiccup the helmet he left I the table the night before, "Don't forget to protect your head, it's your greatest asset."

Hiccup smiled as he caught the mismatched boob helmet, "I will, Dad."

(Line)

Toothless was pacing back and forth in the cove waiting for Hiccup and Astrid to show up, they were going to tell him if he had to face the Nightmare or not. He could hear the crowd cheering from the cove, but they were so loud they over powered the sound of he match itself, and thus the outcome.

Toothless growled, it was so frustrating not knowing if the hatchling would be safe or not. As and he was starting to sound like a mother dragon. Great. He was only a couple of years older than Hiccup, how could he sound like a mother? He wasn't even the right gender to be a mother!

Toothless growled, his stress was making him think strange thoughts... Again.

A twig snapped behind him and he spun around to see a startled Hiccup and Astrid, "_How'd the match go?_"

"What, no glad to see you in one piece" Hiccup was trying to avoid the question, that was never ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, ever, _ever_ good.

"_Glad to see you in one piece. What happened, Hiccup?_" Toothless used his most commanding tone, it made Hiccup cringed. Toothless was pleased to see that.

"Well, you see, when we got in the ring with the Gronkle, the twins happened and then both of them and Snotlout were knocked out in a fishing boat and covered in yak manure and tree sap, and the it was just Astrid and me." Hiccup was rubbing his neck awkwardly and looked to Astrid for help.

She decide to comply, "After the twins, uh, happened I tried to take down the Gronkle myself but, she seemed to be drawn to Hiccup and he was force to scratch her to sleep." Astrid finished the story for Hiccup and looked at Toothless, who was listening to them calmly. "Now Hiccup has to face the Monstrous Nightmare in the kill ring."

Toothless nodded signalling to Astrid that he understood and looked at them. Astrid looked slightly nervous but, she covered it well with a stoney face and a straight back, Hiccup on the other hand was twitchy and pale. "O_kay, now that I know what's going on all we need to do is answer two questions. Firstly, what is our plan of action now? And secondly, what does it mean when the twins 'happen'?_"

**Well, folks there you have it. The long awaited 14th chapter of Dragon Prince. It was a long waiting time I know but, I moved and then had computer trouble, the troubles aren't quite over yet, but at least I can write again. Apologies and thank you for all the concern shown for me while I was MIA, I hope it never happens again and even thigh I am busier than ever, I hope to post as soon as I can. Also, I've been playing with this idea since before the first chapter got posted but, I want a second opinion from a reader, the idea would be a major spoiler for the ending and if someone wants to help I'll chose the first person to PM me. **

**Thank you for all the fav/follows/reviews and love. **

**Pepsi out. **


End file.
